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AMERICAN Die-Sturrs For THE GERMANS 








stopp enviten trubbul! 


Why brood over war-time conditions? They are trying, they have jolted us 
out of our complacency, and yet we in America are better off in every respect than 
any other nation on this torn-up old globe. We are going to win the war—don’t 
doubt that fora moment. And we are going to win it through American pluck 
and stamina and our ability to fight and smile. at the same time. The American 
soldier is not a grouch. The boys in France haven’t forgotten how to laugh; the 
boys in our home camps are the merriest, fun-loving bunch of youngsters anywhere 
in the world. 


Recently the librarians at the sixteen cantonments throughout the country took 
a vote among the soldier readers to ascertain what publications were the most popular. 
‘Fudge stood third on the list. Why? It is the most human, the most entertaining, 
the most genuinely amusing periodical in the land. It is all American and a nation 
wide. It is committed to the gospel of good cheer. It is a smiling visitant to the 
home during fifty-two mirth-provoking weeks of the year. 


Won’t you help your Uncle Sam to win the war by lending him your smiles? 
Cheer up and subscribe for ¥adze. Below is your personal smileage ticket. Snip 
it of zow while the matter is fresh in your mind. 





A Giggle a Day Keeps Old Grouch Away 





All Right, Judge: 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 
I accept your offer—three months for $1. It is understood that you send me JUDGE beginning with the current 
issue—1I2 numbers in all. I enclose $1 (OR) send me a bill at a later date. -(Canadian $1.25—Foreign $1.50.) 


Vame ciuweuiueaaunbadar Street City ... State 
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** Je vous adore” 


To Madelon 


By Kennetu L. RosBerts 


H Madelon, dear Madelon, 
When guns no longer roar 
And I have left the fields of France 
For prim New England’s shore, 
I’jl see again the smoke-stained inn 
To which I often came 


To learn from you the proper way 


In which to speak your name 
(You taught me more: 
“*Je vous adore,” 

As well as ‘‘Je vous aime !’’). 


Oh Madelon, dear Madelon, 
When I have settled down 
To boredom and to dull routine 
In some prosaic town, 
I’ll see again your slender grace, 
Your eyes of tender blue, 
Your carmine lips, your crown of hair 
A sunbeam’s gold in hue. 
France will be free; 
But as for me, 
I’ll be a slave — to you. 
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Drawn by Orson Lowel 


Tue GRATEFUL HosTEss 


“Do you know, I’m going to ask the police to be awfully lenient 
with you, because you’ve been such dears about helping with that window. 
We haven’t been able to budge that sash since the painters were here.” 
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Tue Hasitration or Tuts Person Was a Tus WuitrHer He Hap Betaken HIMSELF 
. In Great Discust WitH THE WorRLD 


At the Sign of the Bore’s Head 


The Unappreciated Person and His Mournful Plaint 


By Marie. Brapy 


Illustrations by LAWRENCE FELLOows 


ORE years ago than most of us care to re- 

member, there lived a man yclept Diog- 

enes. Now the habitation of this person 

was a tub whither he had betaken himself 

in great disgust with the world in general. 
Perhaps this feeling would have been more to the point 
if it had been with himself in particular, but disgust, 
unlike charity, never begins at home. 

Well, anyway, Diogenes lived in a tub; but does 
any one boasting but a single wisdom tooth, believe 
it was because he failed, even with the help of his dinky 
little lantern, to find an honest man? 

Allons, mes enfants! Also pish and tush! What Diogenes 
was really suffering from was a Lack of Appreciation. 

Why, if even one, just one, toga-draped individual, 
with a chaplet of laurel leaves, one for every previous 
wife—with such a chaplet, we say, carelessly worn on 
his cameo-featured head and casting its faint green 
shadow on his wine colored but strictly classic nose 
yes, depend upon it, had even one of these choice friends 
of Cesar waited upon him and said: “Now, see here, 
Di, what’s the use of wasting gasoline at its present 
price in that headlight you carry? We all know you 





are the holder of the one and original policy in the 
honesty game!”—do you think Diogenes would have 
continued to reside in his tub? 





Never not! He would have taken a house in the 
smartest residential quarter and thrown stunts in the 
proper entertaining of his discerning and distinguished 
and honorable fellow citizens. 

But alas and alack! Investigating committees, 
both with and without lanterns, were held in riotous 
and ribald ill-repute in those degenerate days. No 
court of justice heard our honest Di’s complaint and 
dissolved the dishonest cohorts, with the whispered 
addendum to reorganize on a_ smaller scale in 
different sections of the Seven Hills. Ah, no! Life 
was really archaic in its simplicity in those days 
and there remained nothing for Diogenes but his 
tub. He lived, and for aught we know to the contrary, 
died in his tub. 

And how frequently, my beloved brethren, do we 
wish that his descendants would go and do likewise! 
For a plague of them is upon the land. They infest 
our piazzas in the good old malarious summer time 
and our living-rooms in the good old grippy winter- 
time, keeping pater familias oscillating anxiously be- 
tween the gas meter and the coal bin, and mater famil- 
ias, martyr chaperon in the room across the hall, 
sadly wondering how she is going to get the nine hours’ 
sleep recommended by the eminent specialist, Dr. 


Pillio Billsy. 





For the Unappreciated Person, that [}, 
colossal bore, recks not of time or gas 
meters. Behold us meekly seated upon 
the piano chair, mournfully touching a 
few chords of the Funeral March as being 
seemly at such a time while the bore 
discourses: 

The tenor has been kept from making 
Caruso sound like a cracked record 
through the unspeakable jealousy of his 
fellow performers. They cut out his big 
scene; they hogged the center of the 
stage; they fixed the critics, braying 
asses that they are! All his hard work, 
all his glorious tone, all the outpouring 
of his artist soul wasted—wasted on a 
lot of bum mechanics—unappreciated. 

The doctor’s famous operation— 
wonderful success, mind you !—was ruined 
by the inconsiderate patient dying the 
next day and his fool relatives raising a 
howl about it. Lack of Appreciation 
again, of course! 

The artist’s most bitter enemy was on 
the Hanging Committee. By Jove, you 
know, some people never even knew his 
gem of a picture was being exhibited at 
all! Never even saw it in the filthy dark 
corner where the blithering idiots stuck 
it. Talk about merit having a chance in 
this rotten world! Never, never! 

The writer’s novel, which was to be 
The Book of the Year—nay, the Cen- 
tury!—was returned by a supercilious 
beast of an editor with the usual printed 
formula. 

The lawyer’s brilliant argument was 
chopped off by an irascible old fool on the bench. 
Nobody appreciated his flood of eloquence. 

The inventor’s dreams were stolen by a chuckle- 
headed noodle of a mechanic with the wit to put them 
in practise. By Jupiter, he’s living in luxury now, 
too! Can you beat it?—and so on. 

No, there is no place in this world for true worth, 
true genius. It is given over to blustering, swaggering, 
cheating curs with Pulls! They get along. They pile 
up the dollars! They get their names in big type in 
the low-lived, truckling newspapers! But for modest 
merit there is no reward save obscurity—and perhaps 
the sympathy of One True Friend. 

Behold us, the One True Friend, drooping even 
more spinelessly over the piano keys. We are doing 








a little thinking on our own account and we are re- 
flecting that, while we may endure such an evening 
once in a while as a penance for our sins, still our sins 
are not many and Lent comes around every year. 
Therefore it is moved and seconded in our sym- 
pathetic mind that we will not be at home when next 
the Unappreciated Person feels called upon to call. 
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Behold us, the One True Friend, 
drooping spinelessly over the 
piano keys. 
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Nay, rather, will we go to the theatre 
with Willie Jones who stutters horribly 
and who cherishes an unholy passion for 
red ties, but who is still blandly con- 
vinced that this is a pretty good sort of an 
old world after all and very apt to pay a 
man just what it finds him worth. 





The Make-It-Do Propaganda 


By H. W. Dee 


E make-it-do propaganda should 

include more things than last 

season’s suit and the pair of 
shoddy-soled shoes you bought a month 
or so ago. Motor cars, parlor furniture, 
husbands, wives and a good many other 
luxuries should be added to the list. Our 
pampered, up-to-the-minute natures, 
which we have nurtured so wantonly 
since Hector was a puppy, must be 
given to understand that they will have 
to make lots of old things do. 

For many years philosophers have told 
us that we would be considerably happier 
if we cultivated the habit of making 
things do. Not a few of our grouchy 
spells, they say, proceed from a trifling 
dissatisfaction with things that will do 
admirably if we simply forget about them. 

Many a man—that doesn’t—could get 
along swimmingly with his wife if he’d 
only forego a chronic suspicion that he 
deserves something better. Likewise 
many a wife. And it’s the same way with 
apartments and rugs and bric-a-brac. 

But in our present crisis the make-it-do 
spirit is imperative. Perhaps it may be kind providence 
forcing a blessing upon us. Kind providence has forced 
things like that before. The sooner we get the spir't, 
the sooner we'll be happy—and right. And, if we work 
at it hard enough, we may inoculate ourselves with 
chronic content, which is, they say, worth while. 

Taken altogether, the outlook is not so bad. If the 
war lasts long enough—and it looks as if it might—we 
may come out of it really amiable citizens, with a good 
deal of sense about making things do. 
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Rent 


By Tue Everypay PuiLosopHer 


NOAH was the only man who did not pay any rent, 
but his basement was always flooded. This kept 
him on the go continually. 
Rent is the only exception we know to the law of 
gravitation—it goes up without ever coming down. 
The worst form of inhuman felicity is caused by the 
information that your landlord has been dispossessed. 
To move is human; to pay is bovine. 
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ForRESHADOWS THE First Warm Day CoINCIDENT WITH THE DouGuBoy’s FuRLoUGH 
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My Movie Self 


By Benjamin De CasseREs 


HERE was a mighty glare on the sea and the air 
hung limply in space like an old gray ghost; but 
the claret lemonade was good, and the band, sta- 
tioned in the foyer of the hotel, was playing one of those 
Vienna waltzes that eat up care and put into the empty 
goblet of our brains the fizz and beady wink of cham- 
pagne. 

The portico was empty except for me, as all the 
guests were inside gathered around the bandstand. 
A “movie” actor’s life, unlike the policemen in “The 
Pirates of Penzance,” is a happy one; but even he needs 
a vacation, and this was mine. 

I let myself go to the strains of the waltz and the cold 
trickle of the lemonade through my vitals, when I was 
astonished to see a curious phantom made of prisms, 
diaphanous and glowing, walk out of the sea, and take 
a seat in the empty rocker on the other side of my table. 

“T am your Movie Self,” this being said to me com- 
placently, finishing my claret lemonade in a gulp. 
**You have been before the machine so many years that 
you, like all the vets of the film, have begotten another 
self, made up of light, air and ‘a 





“And claret lemonade?” I asked sarcastically, fish- 
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Drawn by Avex Sass 


“Pardon me, sir, but would you mind parking your feet somewhere else?” 





Proex Sasso AC 





Drawn by Ropney THompson 


Romantic Ruth receives a photo of the soldier who 
got her sweater. 


ing with the straws for the maraschino cherry 
at the bottom of the glass. 

“Ah! we’re always thirsty—we screen ghosts. 
Like human, like ghost, you know,” he re- 
plied, winking fantastically at me. 

“You know,” he continued, lighting the cig- 
arette which he had politely lifted from my 
mouth, “‘you give us ghosts some queer jolts. 
We have really got to do what you fellows ‘fake’ 
in the studios, although a film ghost made of 
electric lights has an easier time than those made 
in the open air. 

“That day, for instance, you went through 
the clouds on a donkey with an umbrella open 
over your head—well, I had really to do that 
stunt. Now, your film ghost has a soul, sir, and 
I am getting old like yourself. May I ask you 
hereafter to cut out all the rough stuff, all the 
high jinks, slapstick, and can-can work. It’s 
wearing on me, and killing me. Go in for the 
parlor, counting room, society ‘movie’ stuff. You 
are killing me, and when I die—as I surely will— 
in one of those wild escapades in the air or under 
express trains, you will become a real ghost.” 

Saying which, my Movie Ego reached over the 
table, grasped my gold-headed stick, just pre- 
sented to me by the general director of my con- 
cern for my famous “leap” from the Woolworth 
Tower, and disappeared into the sticky, limpy 
haze hanging over the sea. 

The next day I was assigned, at my own 
request, to rural grandpa parts, for I advise no 
“movie” actor to disobey a warning from his Film 
Self. 


Most of these war devices which were adopted 
to “‘keep the farmer going” certainly do keep him 
going—toward the city. 














Drawn by Cart Hastam 
True To Form 
Tue Lapy—‘Naturalized Pancakes,”—what’s that? 
Tue Warrer—Before the war, madam, they were German Pan- 
cakes. Now we call them “naturalized”—but they’re just the same 
as they always were. 


Transition 
By Garrett Exspen Fort 

OPHISTICATION, wandering by moonlight in 
S the garden of Love, came upon Innocence, as 

she played with bubbles in the fountain. 

“How refreshing and unspoiled 
and utterly charming!”’ sighed Sophis- 
tication, wistfully. ‘“‘Would I were 
able to put behind me forever the 
things of the world, and become 
young again and full of the wonder 
of life, even as she!” 

“How wise and clever he is!” 
breathed Innocence, forsaking her 
bubbles. “If only I might know as 
much of the world as he does!”’ 

And the little twin gods of irony 
heard, and granted toeach their desire. 

“He is rather dull and ordinary, 
after all,’ said Innocence, joining her 
new playmates, Frivolity, Wealth, 
and Passion, as they beckoned to 
her over the garden wall. 

“There no such thing as 
innocence!” declared Sophistication, 
and catching sight of Cynicism 
in the distance, he hurried out of the 
garden to join him. 

And the little twin gods of irony 
heard, and laughed. 
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Noses 

By Cyrit B. Ecan 
HETHER they be Roman, “rummy” or re- 
troussé, there are enough varieties of Noses 
in the world to suit all tastes. The football 
player affects the broken nose, the reporter the nose 
for news, and the pert little boy “nexstore” the snub 
nose, which in his grown-up and débutante sister 
called tip-tilted. A famous Danish astronomer once 
sported a golden nose, thus by this gorgeous substitute 
for the one which was hostilely snipped from him in 
a little tilt over a question of honor, reaching the very 

pinnacle of dandiacal distinction. 

More literature has been written on noses than on 
any other feature of the physiognomy. A brief perusal 
of titles having to do with this subject brings to light a 
“Chapter on Noses” in “'Tristam Shandy,” “A Sermon 
on Noses,” by one Annibal Caro, Taglicozzi’s “On the 
Dignity, Gravity and Authority of Noses,” Raynaud’s 
“Review of Noses,” and “The Noses of Adam and 
Eve,” by Mlle. Bourignon. 

Though a very handy organ for the inhalation of the 
ozone, noses are a great nuisance to women. A woman 
will spend half her leisure moments dabbing her nose 
with a bit of chamois. And why?—Simply to dim its 
lustre. This is something we can never understand. 
Why, we know men who will spend hours each day 
shining up their coat-sleeves, and wearing down their 
insteps, simply to attain that rubicund refulgence, that 
rich effect of old meerschaum and polished mahogany 
combined, which their better halves strive so studiously 
to avoid. It is to be feared that the ladies, nice as is the 
aesthetic sense which they sometimes display, have 
missed entirely the decorative possibilities of their 
noses, and have made a sad mistake—from an artistic 
point of view—in adopting this thin and unconvincing 
method. 
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Evidently the German People have lost faith in the 
kaiser’s proclamation “U-boated we stand.” 
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Drawn by Hat Burrows 
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night in the home of a conscientious fuel conserver. 


















































AMERICAN MARKSMANSHIP 





Sixes and Sevens 
By A.sert E. Hoyt 
ONGRESSMAN Bascom 


Slemp of Virginia has intro- 

duced a bill requiring that no 
newspaper shall be admitted to 
second class mail privileges unless it 
can prove that it has a consistent edi- 
torial policy. Tooeasy! All you need 
do is consistently applaud today’s 
policies of Congress; then con- 
sistently applaud tomorrow’ totally 
different policies; day after to- 
morrow you Can toss up a cent 
if you can, consistently, after pay- 
ing your second class mail charges. 

* 

Maybe if the President would 
spend less energy in demanding 
blanket powers he’d have more left 
to put the Kaiser between the 
sheets. 

* 

The Kaiser stands in with the 
major portion of the Germans and 
the general run of the Austrians, 
but heaven help him with the Ken- 
tucky colonels. 

* 


We used to take off our hat whenever we heard 
a man called an uncrowned king, but nowadays we 
wish we had been a Russian or a Greek long enough 


to help uncrown him 


Drawn by CaLvert SMITH 





Drawn by GARDNER O. REO 
Wuen Goop FEettows GET 
TOGETHER 





plains that there ought to be a 
war cabinet of “three distin- 
guished citizens of demonstrated 
ability,” but is Mr. Wilson to blame 
because he isn’t triplets? 
5. 

If Colonel Ephraim Williams had 
not been killed by the Indians he 
wouldn’t have left his money to 
found Williams College. 


S ENATOR Chamberlain com- 


If Dr. 
Harry Augustus Garfield had not 
been President of Williams Col- 
lege—Oh, pshaw! we don’t half 
appreciate our debt to the American 
Indian. 





* 
Henry Ford tells the Secretary of 
the Navy that he can build one 
chaser every day, but who'll want 
one with the grape juice? 
# 


Nicholas Romanoff, sometime 
Czar of all the Russias, has taken 
to sawing wood in Siberia, but if he 
thinks he can ring in as a latter- 
day Rail Splitter President, he 


hasn’t a chance. 
* 


Senator James must be joking 


when he says that Colonel Roosevelt 
gave Senator Chamberlain aphasia, making him forget 
the President. A man who caught aphasia from the 
Colonel would think’ he had contracted a_ peculiarly 


acute -brand of insomnia. 
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His Easter Hat—anp HeErs 
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Maxims for Motorists 
STATIONARY tire gathers no tacks. 
Set a chauffeur to catch a chauffeur. 

A four-cylinder pocketbook should not flirt with a 
twelve-cyvlinder car. 

It’s a very wise steering gear that knows its own 
master. 

You may camouflage the old car with a coat of paint, 
but you cannot laugh loud enough to drown out its 


rattle. 





The Nightmares of a Pacifist—No. 5 


HE culminating horror experienced by Willie Bonehead in his sleep- 
agonies, born of a slacker’s conscience, was his adventure with a 
monstrous and hungry rookie who was on the point of gulping down 

Willie along with a spoonful of “slum,” at the instant he was awakened 
and informed that a draft officer was awaiting him in the hallway below. 


Safety First 

"TELL me, Mr. Gloom} do you predict that the war 
will end in the spring, or ro 
“TI predict nothing nowadays,” interrupted J. 
Fuller Gloom, “having learned by painful experience 
that anybody else can predict just as well as I can, and 
prove it by Scriptural texts, horoscopes, ouija boards, 
Tolstoy and Hostetter’s almanac, with equal plausibility. 
For the sake of personal peace I am confining my utter- 

ances to reminiscences of the awful Crime of ’73.” 




















Drawn by H. Parmer 
How tHe War Sprrit is ENercizinc THE Horsey Set or New York SOcIETY 


Deservedly Unpopular 


By Tom P. Morcan 


t Y uncle, on my father’s side, Erastus Rasp, 
M was so cordially detested by his fellow citi- 
zens that when his funeral procession passed 
down the street I half expected the bystanders to throw 
stones at the hearse,” admitted Dorsey Dudgeon. 
“He was a mild mannered man and _ unusually 
accommodating, but he was so literal and matter 
of fact that he couldn’t let an exaggeration go un- 
challenged. If an acquaintance, or even a total 
stranger, bragged in his presence about the excessive 
cold or extreme heat, alleging that it had not been 
exceeded since the winter or summer of Eighteen 
sixty-something, he would produce 
his well-worn diary and prove by 
the written record that an equally 
low or high degree occurred in 1873, 
*81 and 1914. 

“He knew the names of all the 
vice-presidents that the United States 
had ever been blessed with up to that 
time and the exact years during 
which each infested his office, and 
spoiled many a good bet by showing 
both bettors that they were in error. 
Was a solemn quotation recited in (MM 
his presence as coming from Sam’! | 
Johnson or Anneke Jans, _ he 
would modestly state that it origi- 
nated with Shakespeare or Richard 
Brinsley Sheridan, and _ tell the 
verse and chapter where it could 
be found. Did a venerable man an- 
nounce that the snow was ‘leven 
inches deep on a level, Uncle Ras 
was right there with his two-foot 
rule, to show that it was but nine 
inches and seven-eighths of apother 
inch. 

““He was always so entirely right 
about it, so well meaning and so 
innocent of any intent to offend, that 
he could not be kicked for his ac- 
curacy, but when he passed away Drawn by EF. 
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One Type of Woman 
By Wiiu1amM SANFORD 


KNOW a woman who loves to read a risque book. 

She will bury herself in the pages, her eyes riveted 

to the lines, her heart and soul lapping up the 
words, until the very end is reached. 

And then she will journey forth and pour tea at a 
reception where friends will ask her if she has read such 
and such a book. And in reply she will shrug her 
shoulders, raise her eye-brows slightly, and say: “I 
merely glanced at it. The theme was unpleasant to 
me. 

And thus does she shame her friends for making 


such an inquiry! 
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there was prolonged, although in- “Keep dem sod-pounders stiddy. You great big no-count slacker, jes bekase you was born 
growing, applause. tired you hain’t gwine ter scape your share of war work.” 
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Drawn by P. D. Jounson 
Ir Soe Gets ALL THE GERMAN HELMETS Wuicu Have BEEN Promisep HER 





The Notion Counter 


By Dovucias Matiocu 


HERE are a lot of loud-talking fellows who are 
I just as entertaining to listen to as a bass drum. 
The pessimist is generally right, and very 

seldom popular. 

When you are flat on your back is a good time to 
look up. 

There are some sharp fellows who think they are 
getting away with it who are just about as clever asa 
rabbit that runs around after a new snow. 

There are a lot of people in this world who 
make me weary, but nobody I get quite as tired of 
as myself. 

People live faster in these days, and, thanks to the 
automobile, they also die faster. 

Many an orange blossom turns out to be a lemon. 

There never was a train so late that some fellow 
didn’t miss it. 

Columbus discovered America by accident, but he 
didn’t set sail westward by accident. 

About the best trait in business is to concentrate. 

Not all of us can think, but most of us can talk. 

Giving seldom makes a man poor, or grudging rich. 

It isn’t money that talks, but people who have it. 


A man is bound to waste just about so much money, 
so he’d better do it in the way that hurts his 
health least. 

The only real autocracy in this country is the one 
that refuses to make any more boiled shirts. 

We appreciate our blessings after they are gone 
Did you ever observe how carefuily a near bald man 
parts his hair? 

There are a lot of fellows who want to get rich who 
are shoving on the lines. 

My head is getting a little thinner on top but it 
seems to be still just as thick inside. 

These broad-brimmed hats that come down over 
the eyes are a great help to a bride on her honeymoon. 

The man who has been crossed in love isn’t nearly 
as badly off as the man who has been double-crossed. 

The soldier’s life is a humdrum existence—the 
drummer’s drum and the bullets hum. 

About the most expensive overhead in the world is 
the lawyer who talks over the heads of the jury. 

Many a man has failed in politics because he made 
himself unpopular with one side without making himself 
popular with the other. 








Mud 


By Srvart W. Kwnicut 


UD is a soft, 
M viscous, thud- 

dy substance 
which possesses no 
particularly alluring 
color scheme and 
which has no grace- 
ful contour capable 
of sending lovers of 
the beautiful into a 
wild frenzy of ecstatic 
admiration. Mud, to 
be brutally frank, is 
about as esthetic as 
an egotist’s opinion 
of himself, yet its © 
thuddy qualities ze 
make it in much 
demand by poli- 
ticians who desire to 
hear something be- Seconp Sotprer—Yep! 
sides. verbal noise esa 
issue from their oppo- 
nents. Mud is also used by very small children to 
make imitations of pastry. Brides do not use mud 
in cooking, even though visual evidence seems to 
induce the contrary belief. 

Mud is all right as long as it is contented 
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First Sotprer—So Bill married that girl, huh? 
when was he going across?” 
Now all she asks him is, 


to dwell on the un- 
inhabited portions of 
the earth, but it has 
a disagreeable habit 
of settling down as 
a long tenant upon 
our most busy 
thoroughfares. The 
automobilist is as 
fond of mud as he is 
of tax collectors. 
Mud spoils his dis- 
position, increases 
his vocabulary, di- 
minishes the respect 
his female passengers 
have for him, lessens 
his speed, and hastens 
his contempt for 
horse power. With 
almost human cun- 
ning it leaps from 
his wheels and seeks 
the most virgin parts 
of his collar and shirt 
front. It also feels 
the magnetic influence of his eyes and seems to have a 
secret desire to prevent his ears from hearing the 
things which his lips would murmur, if he had not 
learned by experience that it is safer to drive with the 
mouth closed. 





The one that was always 


“when is he coming 
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The Coming of Spring: 4y Walt Mason 


“Uncle Walt’s” Exclusive 
AIR Spring is at the gate, my friends, she’s 
standing by the gate; she has the bloom that 
nature lends, she has her smile on _ straight. 
My shoes are full of frozen ice, my ears are full of sleet; 
and Spring seems beautiful and nice; there’s nothing 
else so sweet. 

I shut the furnace door, my friends, I heave no coal 
today; and from my shack a song ascends, a loud 
triumphant lay. I thought that Winter ne’er would 
quit; each day produced a storm; the climate threw 
an hourly fit, no residence was warm. Because there 
was no coal on earth a man could freely buy, old Boreas, 
with brutal mirth, made fur and feathers fly. All 
kinds of plain and fancy snow were dumped on weep- 
ing men; the wind would freeze an Eskimo, and freeze 
him once again. But now the torture’s at an end, the 
snow melts on the thatch; and Spring is ‘at the gate, 
my friends, her hand upon the latch. 

Fair Spring is at the gate, my friends, and man 
knows sweet content; no more through drifts of snow 


he wends, to buy some liniment, to heal his frosted ears 
-no pains those organs rack 


and nose— to drive the 


Weekly Message to Judge 


chilblains from his toes, lumbago from his back. No 
more he steps on icy glare, and falls all over town, and 
leans against a fence to swear until he has run down. 
The winter’s gone for quite a while; good riddance, we 
remark; and Nature wears a balmy smile that has on 
it the bark. The birds are singing in the trees, the 
early flowers abound, and through the air drone bumble 
bees, with stingers newly ground. The cows are trot- 
ting forth again, to browse in verdant dells, the hens 
are laying albumen, all neatly packed in shells. The 
roosters strut on yellow legs, and crow and flap their 
wings, and say they’d also lay some eggs, if they had 
time, by jings. Old Dobbin, in the winter days, seemed 
lame and halt and blind, but now he rears around and 
neighs, and kicks the dust behind. An azure sky 
above us bends, and all the planets grin; and Spring is 
at the gate, my friends; come in, sweet dame, come in! 

The good old world is young again, there’s no such 
thing as Age; and even gray and spavined men turn 
back to youth’s bright page. They go a-fishing in the 
brooks, their fishworms in a hat; and if they think they’re 
boys, gadzooks, who'd call them down for that? 
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On Being Bad 


By H. Var.ey 


T is a popular fallacy that it is much easier to be 
bad than good. So firmly rooted is this error that 
itis universally accepted. 

Yet itis very easy to demonstrate the absurdity of it. 
Imagine yourself, for a moment, having decided to be 
as bad as possible. Throw off all thought of conven- 
tion, of law, of caring for the opinions of others and of 
heeding the still, small voice within you. 

Here you are then, ready to be bad. Not just 
ordinarily, prettily bad—but bad to the nth degree. 

What shall you do? Murder? That’s silly, for 
there is none you hate enough and if there was, the fear 
of eventually sitting in a chair not upholstered for com- 
fort but for speedy demise would deter you from murder. 

Rob a bank? However delightful the prospect, you 
can’t tear open iron bars with your bare hands nor dig 
through granite with your fingernails. 


EKlope with your neighbor’s wife? That is the most 
ridiculous of all, for you know your neighbor and that 
removes any wish to endure, even for a moment, what 
he suffers indefinitely. 

So you stand, and mentally go through the whole 
category of badness without finding a single thing 
you can do without much more trouble than you 
could perform some good deed. The worst you 
can picture yourself doing (that is feasible) is such 
a common peccadillo that you must despise it for its 
very littleness. 

So you see the difficulty of being just a 
little bad—the utter impossibility of being really 
bad. 

Then the biblical injunction comes to you with an 
entirely new meaning:—“The way of the transgressor 
is hard.” 
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Warren be Maris + 4 


“Here Mickey! Hold me coat while I make the world safe for Democracy!” 
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Hardly — Eager shopper—Where are 
the demonstrations to-day? 

Salesman — No demonstrations on 
Thursday. 

Eager shopper—Not even a special 
sale? 

Salesman—Special -sale in bathtubs 
but no demonstration.—M ilestones. 


He Knew—Banker—Do you know 
anything about checks and drafts? 

A pplicant—Yes, sir. I’ve run our fur- 
nace for years.—Boston Transcript. 


Two for Five—The quick wit of a 
traveling salesman who has since become 
a well-known proprietor was severely 
tested one day. He sent in his card by 
the office-boy to the manager of a large 
concern, whose inner office was separated 
from the waiting-room by a ground-glass 
partition. When the boy handed his card 
to the manager the salesman saw him im- 
patiently tear it in half and throw it in the 
waste-basket; the boy came out and told 
the caller that he could not see the chief. 
The salesman told the boy to go back and 
get him his card; the boy brought out 
five cents, with the message that his card 
was tornup. Then the salesman took out 
another card and sent the boy back, 
saying: 

“Tell your boss I sell two cards for five 
cents.” 

He got his interview and sold a large 
bill of goods.—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Tele- 
graph. 


Conditional—Parry was confiding a 
heart secret to his most intimate 
friend. 

“Yes, Edith accepted me—on one con- 
dition, however?” 

*‘ And what’s that?” queried his friend. 

“That she doesn’t get a better offer 
between now and spring.” —Harper’s. 


Capitalizing His Looks—He draws a 
salary of $10,000 a year. Think of it! 
And he doesn’t look as if he had sense 
enough to come in out of the rain. 

True. But it helps considerable some- 
times for a man to look that way and be 
quite the opposite. He can fool a lot of 
people.—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 
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Rare Vintages While You Wait 
“Dela troupe! Et notre vin vieux bouche qui n’est pas encore en bouteilles!” 
“Hurry! There’s a whole mob of people upstairs and our ‘old wine’ isn’t bottled yet!” 


—Le Rire (Paris). 


A Talksmith—‘“Is Smith a good ad- 
vertising solicitor?” 

“Is he? I should say he was. Say, 
Smith could talk a brewer into putting 
a bock-beer ad. in a prohibition paper 
and then talk the paper into accepting it.” 
—Editor and Publisher. 





Reflections of an Under Dog 


“Es clar, tot sapuja. .. Com ho farien 
els pobrets acaparadors per a viure, si no’ns 
escanyessin a nosaltres?” 

“Poor profiteers! How could they get 
along without us?”—E-squella (Barcelona). 


Red Tape—A city clerk was sitting at 
his desk when a woman asked permission 
to use his phone. Upon leaving she 
placed a nickel before him. 

“There is no charge,” said the clerk. 

“Oh, but you must take it,” said the 
woman. 

“T’d rather not,” said the clerk very 
seriously. “You see, if I accept this 
money it becomes the property of the city. 
I must then make a report of it to the 
auditor; he must report it to the trea- 
surer, who will take the money. Then 
there will be other lengthy reports about 
it; and, in all, the acceptance of this 
nickel will entail about ten dollars’ worth 
of work. Do me a favor and take it 
back.” 

“You are very kind,” said the woman. 

“Not at all,” replied the clerk. “I’m 
only lazy.” —N. Y. City Record. 


Taken on Trust—‘Our product is 
thoroughly tested before leaving the fac- 
tory. No man can sell stuff today that 
has not been tested.” 

““We manage to sell our product with- 
out testing it.” 

“That’s odd. What do you sell?” 

“Dynamite.” —Brooklyn Citizen. 


All Taken-——“ You say you want a job 
in this office? Well, what can you do?”’ 

“Nothing much.” 

“All those high-salaried positions have 
been taken long ago.” —Zowie. 
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Beautifully Safeguarded 

“Papa, perché hanno messo la sentinella a 
quella porta?” 

“Per impedire ['entrata alla verita e al buon 
senso.” 

“Father, what’s that sentinel for?” 

“Why, that’s the entrance to the Censor’s 
office, and he’s put there to keep out Truth 
and Common Sense.”—// 420 (Florence). 
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Her Solution—** Mamma,” said Mil- 
dred, “do you think you can finish my 
gloves to night, so I can wear them to 
school to-morrow?” 

“T am afraid not,” said the mother. 
“‘T’ll have to get some more yarn, I think.” 

“Oh, hurry up and knit fast, and 
maybe you can finish before the yarn 
gives out.’”’—Youth’s Companion. 


Why—‘ How did Noah occupy him- 
self in the Ark?” asked the Sunday- 
school teacher. 

“He occupied himself fishin’,”’ said the 
little boy. 

‘““A very reasonable answer,” said the 
teacher. 

“But he didn’t catch nothin’,” said 
the little boy, scornfully. 

‘““No?” said the teacher. “‘Why not?” 

““Hadn’t enough bait,” said the little 
boy. “Only two worms.’’—Clippings. 


Smart Lad—A couple of tourists driv- 
ing in the picturesque hills of Santa Bar- 
bara decided to take a short cut to the 
ocean front, but were not quite sure of the 
road. The only human visible being a 
ragged lad sunning himself in the dust at 
the side of the road, the driver addressed 
him. ‘Say, boy, how do you reach the 
ocean from here?”” Whereupon the boy 
without batting an eyelash, gravely 
responded: “‘Well, which ocean do you 
want to go to?’’—Los Angeles Times. 





Pulpit Camouflage—* Mabel,’’ que- 
ried the caller of the minister’s little 
daughter, ‘‘does your father ever preach 
the same sermon twice?”’ 

“Yes, I think he does,” replied Mabel, 
“but he talks loud and soft in different 
places each time, so it doesn’t sound the 
same to outsiders.’’—Jndiana polis Star. 


Bright Boston Pupil—* What is the 
meaning of ‘alter ego’?” asked the 
teacher of the beginners’ class in Latin. 

“Tt means the ‘other I,’ responded a 
pupil. 

““Give me a sentence containing the 
phrase.” 

“He winked his alter ego.’’—Boston 
Transcript. 




















A Bit Unevenly Matched 
Il duello di Bolshevik. 
The Bolsheviki duel.—L’./sino (Rome). 


Hard for the Stork—One Sunday 
afternoon when Jones, who had been vis- 
iting the Zoo, came home, he announced 
to the family: 

“They’ve got a new baby hippopota- 
mus.” 

Whereupon his daughter, about fifteen, 
burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. 
When she had subsided somewhat the 
father growled: 

“What are you laughing at?” 

“T was just thinking,”’ giggled the girl, 
“that that rather kills the stork story.” — 
Harper’s Magazine 


Well Posted—*“ That’s the flag of my 
country,” declared little Daisy, pointing 
to the flag-button on the visitor’s lapel. 

“And what’s the name of your coun- 
try?” asked the visitor, unexpectedly. 

“’Tis of thee,’ answered Daisy, 
promptly.—Century Magazine. 


Analysis— Mother was out, and Sister 
Sue was putting on her best blouse, so 
six-year-old Bobby had to entertain Sue’s 
young man. As is the way with his kind, 
he began to ply the unfortunate caller 
with questions. 

“Mr. Brown,” he began, “‘what is a 
popinjay?” 

‘*Why—eh—a—popinjay is a—eh— 
vain bird.” 

“Are you a bird, Mr. Brown?” 

“No, of course not.” 

“Well, that’s funny. Mother said you 
were a popinjay, and father said there 
was no doubt about you’re being a jay, 
and Sue said there didn’t seem much 
chance of your poppin’, and now you say 
you aren’t a bird at all!’"—London Mail. 


Her New Ring—Liitle Lydia had 
been given a ring as a birthday present, 
but, much to her disappointment, no one 
of the guests at dinner noticed it. Fi- 
nally, unable to withstand their obtuse- 
ness or indifference, she exclaimed: 

“Oh, dear, I'm so warm in my new 
ring! ’’—Argonaut. 


Preparedness — “Bobby,” inquired 
the mother, ‘‘did you wash your face be- 
fore the music teacher came?” 

*Yes’m.” 

**And your hands?”’ 

““Yes’m.” 

*“* And your ears?” 

“Well, ma,” said Bobby, judicially, 
“IT washed the one that would be next 
to her.”’—Chicago Herald. 





Rules and Regulations 
“* Bien, mon vieux, heureusement qu'il y aun 
écriteau!” 
“Well! Somebody must have forgotten to 
look at that NO SMOKING sign!”—Le 
Péle-Méle (Paris). 
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No Bolshevism for Italy! 


Dal loro osservatorio vedono che in Italia é scoppiata la rivoluzione .. . 


contro di loro. 


From their observation post the Germans see with dismay that the people of Italy have 


risen—but against them.—// 420 (Florence). 
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A Balk—Miss Passe (archly)—How 
long do you think a man ought to know a 
girl before proposing? 

Intended victim—All his life.—Boston 
Transcript. 


Whiskers Cause Divorce—lIt is so 
easy to find grounds for divorce in these 
degenerate days. A woman in St. Louis 
objected to her husband’s whiskers. The 
husband liked them and wouldn’t cut 
them off and so she sued for a divorce. 
There is no doubt that some wives have a 
perfect right to object to some whiskers, 
but the idea of making it a reason for 
breaking the bonds of matrimony seems 
absurd. But it shows how lightly the 
marital contract is regarded in the social 
outfit of the day. It is a bad symptom. 
It shows that the true spirit of life is be- 
coming all deranged, and the disposition 
to dislike and hate is becoming stronger 
than the tendency to love and respect. 
The latter is a positive duty as much as 
the obligation to be honest and upright. 
The social habit is largely against the 
beautiful marital tendency, and when it 
tempts a couple, away goes the beauty 
of home and conjugal fellowship. If 
that woman had only stayed away from 
cabarets, dances and whist parties she 
might have got along lovingly with 
her husband’s whiskers.—Ohio State 
Journal. 


Offended—‘“I told Henrietta that I 
was proud to see her vote just like a 
man,” said Mr. Meekton. 

“Did that please her?”’ 

“No. The choice of phrase was un- 
fortunate. She said that if she couldn’t 
vote better than a man there would have 
been no need of her troubling about the 
ballot in the first. place.”—Washington 
Star. 


Embarrassing Missive—‘ May I ask 
what is causing you so much perturba- 
tion?” 

“T have just received a questionnaire 
and must fill it out at once.”’ 

“But you are too old to be drafted.”’ 

“Of course. This is from Friend Wife, 
who is out of town. It concerns my 
movements for the past week.’’—Bir- 
mingham A ge-Herald. 


His Chance—Mrs. Gramercy— My 
husband talks in his sleep. Does 
yours? 

Mrs. Washington Square—Why, no 
dear. Ialways give him a chance 
when he’s awake.— People’s Home 
Journal. 
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His Hope—Mrs. Bacon—Don’t you 
think Emily sings with a good deal of 
feeling? 

Mr. Bacon—Yes, but I do hope she 
don’t feel as bad as it sounds.—Yonkers 
Statesman. 


The Trouble—‘ Has Bliggins an ear 
for music?” 

“Yes. The trouble is that he won’i 
limit himself to his ears, but insists on 
trying to use his voice.”—Washington 
Star. 


In the Next Flat—Mulford—Your 
wife used to sing and play a great deal. 
I have not heard her lately. 

Stilford—Since we have had children 
she has had no time. 

Mulford—Ah, children are such a 
blessing !—Everybody’s. 


Impression of Novelty — “What 
makes you stand there watching me 
operate this adding machine?” asked the 
man in the bank. 

‘“We have so much music out home,” 
answered the loiterer, “that it’s kind of 
interesting to see somebody punching a 
lot of keys around without starting up 
some kind of a tune.” —Washington Star. 








The Invalids 


Senyor Mart—Com estas, noia? 


Senyora Pau—Encara estic bastant malalta. 


I tu? 


Senyor Mart—Jo .. Jo ja quasi no’m puc tenir. 


Mars—We!l, how are you? 
Peace—Not at all well. And you? 


Mars—Rotten. But I can still hold out.—Campana de Gracia (Barcelona). 





Congressmen Dry!—Since Washing- 
ton became dry we see less “laughter” 
and “applause” in the reports of the 
Congressional Record. This may mean 
much or nothing, just as you look at it. 
Los Angeles Times. 


A Pernicious Precedent—‘ I’m told 
a man paid $10 for a quart of ‘blind 
tiger’ whisky in this town yester- 
day,” said the reformer. ‘‘Isn’t that 
terrible?” 

“It is, indeed,” replied Mr. Jagsby, 
with a troubled look. 

‘I agree with you, my brother.”’ 

“Yes. That’s a bad example he’s set- 
ting to greedy distributors. The first 
thing we know, all of us will have to pay 
$ro for a quart of liquor.” —Birmingham 
A ge-Herald. 


His Apparel—A lady crossing from 
Detroit to Windsor was asked by the cus- 
toms officer if she had anything dutiable. 
She assured him that she had nothing but 
wearing apparel in her trunks, but at the 
bottom of the largest one, which to him 
seemed the most suspicious, were found 
twelve bottles of whisky. 

“Madam,” said the officer, sarcastic- 
ally, “do you call these wearing apparel?”’ 

“Certainly,” she replied sweetly. 
“Those are my husband’s nightcaps.”— 
Argonaut. 
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Inspired Respect—‘‘How did Mrs. 
Grabcoin succeed in getting Mr. Grab- 
coin to attend church regularly?” 

“*She persuaded the new rector to play 
Mr. Grabcoin a game of golf. The rector 
beat Mr. Grabcoin so badly the old gen- 
tleman said any man who could play golf 
like that ought to be able to preach a 
smashing sermon, so he went to church.”’ 

Brooklyn Citizen. 


Other Worries—‘ Does golf improve 
your health?” 

“No,” replied Mr. Glithersby, de- 
spondently. 

“But I should think fresh air, exercise 
and the interest one naturally takes in the 
game would help you forget your business 
cares.” 

“Oh, it does, but I play such a poor 
game that my golf cares keep me in a bad 
humor all the time.’’—Birmingham A ge- 
Herald. 


WET and DRY | 


Handicapped—‘I wouldna say Mc- 
Tavish canna learn the game,” remarked 
Sandy, as they trudged home from the 
links; “but it will be deefficult for 
him.” 

“ Aye,”’ agreed Donald. “At times he 
will be like to bust, what wi’ being so re- 
leegious and tongue-tied.””—Zverybody’s 
Magazine. 


Out of His Class—The man who had 
made his pile was at last happy. He 
had managed to squeeze himself into 
a very exclusive golf club. On his 
first visit he looked around for a pos- 
sible partner at a game, and approached 
a stout gentleman, whose deportment 
suggested social standing. ‘Certainly, 
sir,” replied the latter, in answer to 
the newcomer’s invitation. Then, as 
they approached the first tee, he 
went on: 

“By the way, I’m a four man. What 
are you?” 

The novice was startled, but after a 
minute’s consideration he said: ‘“ Fore- 
man, are ye? Well, I’m a straw ’at 
manufacturer.”’—London Fun. 
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Contempt of Court—A certain man 
whose previous record was of the best 
was charged with a minor offense. Law 
and evidence were unquestionably on 
the side of the defense, but when the 
arguments had been concluded a verdict 
of “guilty”’ was given out and a fine im- 
posed. The lawyer for the defense was 
sitting with his back toward the magis- 
trate. Without changing his position or 
rising to address the court he remarked: 

** Judge, please fine me for contempt of 
court.” 

The magistrate inquired: ‘What d’ye 
mean, sir? You haven’t committed con- 
tempt.” 

“T have,” came from the old lawyer. 
“Tt’s silent.” —Adlanta Journal. 


An Expert—Lawyer (to handsome 
female defendant)—Sob a whole lot, but 
shed no tears. Nothing will prejudice a 
jury against you like a red nose and 
watery eyes.—Boston Globe. 
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Sympathy for Caillaux 
Germany’s admiration for traitors in other countries is quite touching. Here is a cartoon 
from Ulk, the comic weekly of the Berliner Tageblatt, showing the ghost of Jaurés, the famous 
French Socialist, interposing with: “ Much better murder him outright!” The Boche Blatt, by 
an unintentional lapse into truthfulness, has entitled this firing-squad scene: “French Justice. 








————E 





RET EE 














roe: - 


SP ten eee 





XUM 


SM LU 


LOVE 


NNN, = 


George’s Guess—“Oh, George,” she 
gurgled happily as she cuddled closer, 
“IT wonder how anyone could say that 
absence makes the heart grow fonder.”’ 

“T guess,” replied George, “‘that must 
mean ‘the absence of a third party.’’— 
Boston Transcript. 


Would Do—‘I am unworthy of you,” 
he vowed. 

“You have $50,000, haven’t you?” 

“Yes, love.” 

“You are not so unworthy as you 
think,’’ murmured the dear girl.—Kansas 
City Journal. 


Terrible Fix—/Jack—Tom, I’m in a 
terrible fix. I’m engaged to three girls. 

Tom—Well, that’s not exactly a crime. 

Jack—No; that’s the worst of it. If it 
were I could go to prison and have some 
peace.—Brooklyn Citizen. 


Unintentionaily Prophetic ?—S/e— 
Suppose I didn’t dress as well as I do 
now, would you love me just the same? 

Her fiancé—Certainly, dear. Why, 
that’s as much as to say that I won’t care 
for you after we are married.—Boston 
Transcript. 


Candor—Miss Uglyface—I_ suspect 
the men who have proposed to me of being 
after my money, and I would not marry a 
man who did not love me for myself 
alone. 

Miss Curlylocks—But, my dear, the age 
of miracles is past.—Baltimore American. 


A Complete Job—Edith—Well, if she 
accepted your flowers, your bon-bons, 
your bracelet, your caresses, she must 
have accepted about everything of yours. 

Jack—She did; she even accepted my 
rival.—Boston Transcript. 


The Proof—‘“Won’t you give up 
smoking to please me?”’ 

“No, girlie.” 

“Then you don’t love me.” 

“Yes, I do, and here’s the proof. An- 
other girl wants me to give you up to 
please her, but I won’t do that.”—Pitts- 
burgh Sun. 


An Ingenuous Request—S/e—Oh, 
Jack, dear, I’m glad you’ve come. 
Father is so excited and disturbed. Do 
go in and calm him. 

He—Very well. But what’s the matter 
with him? 

She—Well—er—I just told him you 
wanted to marry me.—Boston Transcript. 























Making a Mark of Him 


“Hein! cCest au moins un aviateur—ca 
crache sans s’occuper s’il y a du monde.” 

The groundling—Confound that aviator! 
rhe military authorities ought to prohibit 
tobacco chewing in the Aerial Corps. 
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His Chief Worry—‘ You seem indif- 
ferent to criticism in the newspapers.” 

“‘T don’t have time to keep up with it,” 
replied Senator Sorghum. ‘‘ You ought to 
see what my constituents send me direct 
through the mail.’”—Washington Star. 


Introducing an Arkansas Candi- 
date—I. W. Paschall, candidate for 
county clerk, was in town Monday inter- 
viewing the ‘dear people” regarding his 
candidacy. He gave us a call wearing a 
look indicative that all’s well with him. 
The knowing ones say that “Ike” is 
known to the children as a candy date as 
he carries around a pocketful of sweets for 
them and often kisses them. They say he 
will do anything, saw wood, make fires, 
milk cows, etc., and he says himself he 
intends to marry if elected—if he can.— 
Lincoln Ledger. Y 





“—espéce de mal élevé!”’ 

(Shouting at the aeroplane) “Hey, you, 
up there! Next, time you want a target, 
pick out a Boche!”— Le Péle-Méle 


A Business—A politician who is a 
great walker was out enjoying his favorite 
recreation, says Vice-President Marshall. 
After going a few miles he sat down to 
rest. 

“Want a lift, mister?” asked a good- 
natured farmer driving that way. 

“Thank you,” responded the politician. 
“T will avail myself of your kind offer.”’ 

The two rode on in silence for a while. 
Presently the farmer asked: 

“Professional man?” 

“Yes,” answered the politician, who 
was thinking of a bill he had pending 
before the House. After another long 
pause the farmer observed: 

“You ain’t a lawyer, or you’d be talk- 
in’; you ain’t a doctor, ’cause you ain’t 
got a bag, and you ain’t a preacher, from 
the looks of you. What is your profes- 
sion?” 

“T am a politician,” was the reply. 

The farmer gave a snort of disgust. 

“Politics ain’t no profession; politics 
is a business,”’ said he.—Argonaut. 
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The Spotlight—‘ Now I sneak on as 
a burglar. The stage is dark. I must 
not be discovered.” 

* All right.” 

‘“‘Be sure to keep me in the spotlight.” 

Seattle Post-Intelligencer. 

. 

Skillful Mimes—‘ You very seldom 
see the ‘clinging vine’ type of woman 
nowadays,” said the old-fashioned man,, 
sadly. 

“They occasionally figure in breach of 
promise suits,”’ said the worldly person. 

“Indeed?” 

‘But I’m forced to conclude that cling- 
ing with them is an acquired art.’’— 
Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Turners—Fred Stone, the comedian of 
“Jack o’ Lantern,” and Eugene Wood, 
whose stories and essays are well and 
pleasantly known, met on Broadway 
recently. They stopped for a moment 
to exchange a few cheerful views, 
when a woman in a particularly notice- 
able wool conservation gown passed. 
Simultaneously, Wood turned to Stone; 
Stone turned to Wood; then both 
turned to rubber.—The Fifth Avenue 
Bus 


The Place for Him—First man- 
ager—Why did you advise that fellow 
to go into a stock company? He is 
no actor. 

Second manager—Can’t act a _ bit 
more than a cow. That’s one reason I 
told him to go into a stock company.— 
Brooklyn Citizen. 





The Asiago Colossus 


Il Boche 


bene 


—Tartaiffel, sono due mest che picchio, Pho appena intaccato. Hauff? 
Italo—T° avevano dato ad intendere che ero di pasta frolla, eh? Invece son di granito ¢ duro 


The Boche—A thousand devils! Here I’ve been hacking away for two months and yet I 


hardly seem to make any impression. 


Italy—Thought you'd find it pretty soft, didn’t you? And then you discovered I was 


granite.—// 420 (Florence). 





Rare Scholarship 
“Si je m’y connats en belles choses? Tu 
parles, mon petit. J’ai pas toujours été purée, 
mot, j'ai eu du foin dans mes bottes.”’ 
“Et alors? Vous avez tout mangé?”’ 
“Go ’way from our ash can, you tramp!” 
“Tramp! My lad, I’ll have you know I’m 
a man of learning. I’m gathering material 
for a treatise on the History of Fashions.”— 


Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 
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How It Happened—<An Irishman, 
employed in a large factory, had taken a 
day off without permission, and seemed 
likely to lose his job in consequence. 
When asked by his foreman the next day 
why he had not turned up the day before 
he replied: 

“T was so ill, sir, that I could not come 
to work to save my life.’’, 

“How was it then, Pat, that I saw you 
pass the factory on your bicycle during 
the morning?” asked the foreman. 

Pat was slightly taken aback, then 
regaining his presence of mind, replied: 

“Sure, sir, that must have been when I 
was going for the doctor.’’—Chicago 


News. 


His Specialty—A young Irishman re- 
cently applied for a job as life-saver at the 
municipal baths. 

As he was about six feet six inches tall 
and well built, the chief life-saver gave 
him an application blank to fill out. 

“By the way,” said the chief life-saver, 
“can you swim?” 

“No,” replied the applicant, “but I 
wade like blazes!’’—Philadelphia Ledger. 


What Pat Would Do—Pat and Mike 
were obliged to halt their cart and make 
way fora funeral procession. While look- 
ing at it Pat suddenly remarked: 

“T’d give $500 to know the place where 
I am going to die.”’ 

“Well, and what good would it do you 
if you did know?” 

“Lots,” said Pat; “‘sure, I’d never go 
near the place.” —Argonaut. 
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AUTOS 





Indolence—Rankin—Umson seems to 
be an indolent sort of a chap. 

Phyle—Indolent? Why, man, that 
fellow is so lazy he always runs his auto- 
mobile over a bump to knock the ashes 
off his cigar.—Youngstown Telegram. 


His Reason—Motorisi (blocked by a 
load of hay)—I say, there, pull out and 
let me by. 

Farmer—Oh, I dunno ez I’m in any 
hurry. 

Motorist (angrily)—You seemed in a 
hurry to let that other fellow’s carriage 
get past. 

Farmer—That’s cause his horse wuz 
eatin’ my hay. There hain’t no danger o’ 
yew eatin’ it, I reckon.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


One Phase of Education—* Met 
your new neighbors, have you? What 
kind of people are they?” 

“Newly rich and sporty. They know 
the parts of an auto better than the parts 
of speech.”’—M otor W orld. 


Poverty—Mrs. A—I suppose you find 
many cases of extreme want during your 
visits to the poor? 

Mrs. B.—Yes, indeed. I visited a fam- 
ily to-day, and actually they hadn’t a 
drop of gasoline for their automobile.— 
Boston Transcript. 





Might Is Right 
Germania—Mais si je n'ai plus la force? 
Germania—But what if my might gives out?—La Victoire (Paris). 


Studying the Case—‘‘You’re under 
arrest,” exclaimed the officer, as he 
stopped the automobile. 

“What for?” inquired Mr. Chuggins. 

“T haven’t made up my mind yet. I'll 
just look over yeur lights, an’ your li- 
cense, an’ your numbers, an’ so forth. 
I know I can get you for somethin’.”— 
Nebraska Legal News. 
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A Superman 
** Moi, mon vieux, je méne ma femme au doight et a Teil.” 
“Tu as toujours eu de lascendant sur les masses!” 
“IT, my boy, can govern my wife with a look.” 
“Yes, you always did know how to sway the masses.” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


Unnecessary Fears—Of course the 
eloping couple’s roller-skate of a car had 
no chance against the old man’s high- 
powered roadster. He soon came up with 
them. 

“Do not take her back,” pleaded the 
young man with tears in his eyes. 

“Take her back?” echoed the stern 
parent. ‘Why, I have come to bring her 
knitting outfit and cl.ewing gum so she 
would never have an excuse to come 
back.” —Boston Transcript. 


Anybody Can—‘“I wonder how they 
can afford an auto.” 

“Have they an auto?” 

“They have an auto.” 

“Well, anybody can afford an auto 
that can get possession of an auto.”— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 





EDUCATION | 








At the Reception—Professor—Do 
you subscribe to the theory of evolution? 

Mr. Nurich—I don’t think so. Where’s 
it published?—Boston Transcript. 


Answered—Professor (discussing or- 
ganic and inorganic kingdoms)—Now, if 
I should shut my eyes—so—and turn my 
head—so—and remain perfectly still, you 
would say I was a clod. But I move, I 
leap. Then what do you call me ? 

Bright pupil—A_ clodhopper, sir.— 
Brooklyn Citizen. 





An artistic bit from 


“Prunella,” the Film Play 





in which Marguerite Clark is the star 


By Ficaro { 


” HE trouble with the average American 
actor is that he gets into a rut,” observed 
the Scoffer, biting quizzically into the 
latest specimen of olive-drab war roll. 

“Do you think so?” said the Wistful 

One, who was paying for the lunch. 

‘Just as soon as a man makes a hit in a particular 
kind of part, he wants to repeat exactly that same part 
in another play next season, until he becomes standard- 
ized in the public mind, and his individual tricks and 
mannerisms give him a sort of trademark. If he starts 
out as a soulful convict, you can count on it that he will 
be duly regenerated every season thereafter; if he suc- 
ceeds as a doctor, he will ever afterward parade his little 
black satchel and his beadle-like pompousness; if his 
stage profession is that of a curate, he will spend the 
rest of his life pressing his finger-tips piously together 
and gazing galleryward.”’ 

“But don’t you think,” ventured the Wistful One, 
“that this is largely due to the managers? I understand 
that they encourage, even insist, on actors repeating 
their former characterizations; and that, in this age of 
specialization, they engage players with the idea that 
they can do only one kind of thing. So this, er—stand- 
ardization, I believe you called it a“ 

“* Petrification would be more accurate.” 

“1s hardly the fault of the actors.” 

The Scoffer, who hated to yield a point to any man, 
wreaked his displeasure on a placidly recumbent 
poached egg, but held his peace. 


“IT believe you will find,” continued thé Wistful 
One, taking courage, “that as soon as an actor becomes 
his own manager, he goes in for better things. Look 
at Margaret Anglin, our leading farce comedienne, doing 
Greek tragedy with an ability and grandeur that has 
won her the respect of the most exacting critics. 
There’s development for you!” 

“Well, she’s the one exception out of a thousand.” 

“But didn’t you read that at the banquet given in 
her honor lately several other players spoke of having 
similar ambitions? Laurette Taylor, for example, said 
she and her husband, Hartley Manners, were saving up 
the pennies they were making by trivial plays so as to be 
financially able to put on the highest type of drama. She 
said she was looking forward to acting Portia some day.” 

“Ha!” laughed the Scoffer, finding a juicy opportu- 
nity at last, even though it meant reversing his line of 
argument. “So Peg O’ My Heart is going to be Portia 
of Shakespeare! I shall certainly look forward to that! 
And I suppose Eddie Foy is saving up to do King Lear, 
and Frank Tinney to do Hamlet to Eva Tanguay’s 
Ophelia, and Al Jolson to do the Master Builder, and 
Barney Bernard to do Othello, and Raymond Hitchcock 
to do Romeo, and Rock and White to do Mr. and Mrs. 
Macbeth. Wow!” 

“Laugh if you like,” said the Wistful One, getting 
out his pocketbook, “‘but I remember when I was a kid 
and went to one of the old Weber & Field’s shows I saw 
a fool comedian dressed up as a baby in a baby carriage 

and that man was David Warfield.” 
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From “A Cure ror CuRABLES” 
(Above) 
Train time, and all the patients 
who were going to leave in a huff have 
fallen asleep from healthy fatigue. 
use 
Below 
To make sure that Reginald may 
appear sick and thereby avoid testi- 
fying in a divorce suit, 
these quacks are ply-  (jqmmy 
ing him with the mak- 


ings of symptoms. $ 
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: From : 

| “Gornc Up.” 

j (Above) 

’ ah ae Street, who has 
been posing as 

' & ° a dauntless avi- 

a ator, is about to 


attempt his awful 
first flight. 

“It’s clear 
for about nine 
thousand feet. 
You won’t go 
higher than 
that, will you, 




































| Mr. Street? ”’ 
, eat “Not if I 
SE 8, Rae eR aR : | can help it, lwon’t. | 
From “Ou, Lavy! Lavy!” 4 hope it don’t rain. I 
‘Fainting Fannie” 1s : hate a muddy track.” 
about to be caught with the , t0 Right 
missing pearls. “SICK-A-BED Tue Jupce: Is the ob- 














a ic r rig 7 . . 
! ll stick by you, right or ject of marriage merely 
7 a t * | to stay married? Holy 
ee ee matrimony a vulgar 
on the jury. 








From 
“Wy 


Marry?” 







endurance contest? 
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When Fatty Arbuckle recently. went West and 
stood in the middle of the Mojave Desert and let 
his rotund gaze rest upon the eternal hills that 
fenced a corner of the vast expanse, those moun 
tains just naturally fell backward in confusion and 
decame dust—out of sheer shame for their lack of bulk 


2 ae 
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This is Charlie Murray in a Mack t ge . . 

Sennett tumblelogue Charlie is in love ; New costumes for aviators, as employed in a Mutual 

i Ms once wey, ee ‘ . 
with the heroine, and is utilizing his trusty Film release—“Up in the Air.” It will be noted with 
pipe in one of those “she loves me, she gratification that the bird-man on the right has fitted 
loves me not” tests of fidelity. A himself with a complete set of facial stabilizers. 


rhe pert young thing done 
up in her screen brother's 
aviation togs is Shirley 
Mason, whose real name is 
Leonie Flugrath 


Never was a toothache more painful than that which attacked Madge . And here is “The Conqueror,” in which 1,000 horses, William Farnum 

Kennedy just at the instant she was arranging her best camera smile. 2 and 8,000 “people” appeared. Of this multitude Farnum easily slew 

“Our Little Wife" was the original title of the screen play, which now ' 7.907. The sole survivors of his onslaught are the director, the leading 
may have to be called “ Not on Your Life.”’ i aa ady and the camera-man 
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A Plea 


by Berton Braey 
ELIEVE me, Mr. Hoover, I’ve been 
B doing as you ask, 
Though cutting down the meat and 
wheat has been a painful task; 
| love a juicy porterhouse and pork chops 
give to me 
A gastronomic happiness akin to ecstasy; 
Yet still I’ll heed your least request and 
hark to every warning, 
But leave, oh leave my sausage in the 
morning. 


I’m cutting down on sugar and on milk 
and cream as well, 

| always take my lunches at a Hooverized 
hotel, 

But in this frosty weather when the tem- 
pest howls outside 

There’s so much. warmth and comfort in 
a sausage crisply fried; 

It has a scent ambrosial I cannot think of 
scorning, 

I prithee, leave my sausage in the morn- 
ing. 


With buckwheat cakes and sirup it’s a 
gorgeous combination 

Which fills the inner mortal with a sense 
of vast elation; 

I’ve never learned to breakfast on some 
coffee and a roll, 

And so I make my plea to you in humble- 
ness of soul; 

Take, take my wheat and meat and such 
the dinner board adorning, 

But leave, oh leave my sausage in the 
morning! 


The Jolt 


By Mary Granam Bonner 
T was at a military dance, one of 
these present day ones’ where 
officers and privates alike are on 
the floor. 

One of the hostesses introduced a 
young friend, a society girl, to a number 
of men. The society girl had thought it 
would be so interesting to come to an 
affair where there were “common peo- 
ple,” but still she did not want to meet 
any of the common ones—she merely 
wished to observe them and to smile at 
their gaucheries. 

She was dancing with one of the men 
she had met when suddenly she noticed 
he was only a private. “I’m awfully 
sorry,” she said, “but really I can’t dance 
with you. It wouldn’t do, you know. 
I couldn’t dance with anyone but an 
officer—you understand, of course, owing 
to my position.’ 

“Of course I understand,” 
replied and walked off. 


the man 















































“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 


WA! | $3 835084 $4.50 $5 6 $7 58 


a. W. L. Douglas name and the 
ia ' retail price is stamped on the 


’ ’ bottom of every pair of 
af Sor before they leave the factory. 

WwW The value is guaranteed and 

Ae the wearer protected against 

Viel? high prices for inferior shoes. 

9 You can save mone 

| ing W. L. 
ps best known shoes in the world. 

; gf "The quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
guaranteed by more than 40 years ex- 
5 Ae perience in making fine shoes. The smart 

Ack styles are the leaders in the fashion centres , 

= of America. They are made in a well- ~ 
equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by 












shoes 


by wear- 


Douglas shoes. The 






BOYS SHOES 
Best in the World 
$3 $2.50 $2 


- ™ || the highest paid, skilled a under the direction and 


i 


The early boyhood days of W. L. 
Douglas were spent in hard work 
with long hours. Besides peg- 
ging shoesall day he was obliged 
to gather and cut up wood for 
the fires, milk the cow and take 
care of the horse, working early 


supervision of experienced men, 
mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 


"The retail prices are the same everywhere. 
more in San Francisco than they do in New York. They 


are always worth the price paid for them. 
CAUTION— Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name 
and the retail price is stamped on the bottom ond the in- 
side top facing. 
high prices for Starter shoes. 


all working with an honest deter- 


They cost no 


This is your sae preseason apoumes 


- nd h j 
ike b 4 ho taht - ——_ Sold by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W.L.Douglas stores. If not conven- 

1g ¥ ienttocallat W.L.Douglasstore,ask your local dealer forthem. Takeno other 
whale oil lamp. make. Write for booklet, sho chowlag how to ordershoes by moll, postage free. 

















Copyright ,.W L.Douglas Shoe Co. 





President 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mas& 














NEW HOTEL BINGHAM, Philadelphia 


In the center of everything. 
able rooms. 


and ferries. Roof garden. Club breakfast. 


FRANK KIMBLE, Manager 


Wiiaa 


Large, well lighted and comfort- 
Hot and cold running water in every room. Only 
hotel having direct Subw ay connection with all railroad stations 
R Special luncheons. 
ooms without bath, $1.50; with bath, $2.00 per day and up. 





Later he saw her dancing with an offi- 
cer. She had made sure this time. How 
happy she was! 

When she had finished dancing the 
private went up to her. “I beg your 
pardon,” he said, “but the officer you’ve 
been dancing w ith was my pHs ae 
before we were both drafted. He was 
smarter than I was, though, and already 
has a commission.” 

The girl grew red, then burst forth: 

“T think you’re horrid—simply hor- 
rid!” she said, and walked off, furious and 
embarrassed. 

And officer and private, former em- 
ployee and employer, chuckled heartily 
over the fact that they had given the girl 
who thought position was everything 
such a thorough jolt! 


All a Gamble 
Beauty doctor—Madame would wish to 
gain the flush of youth? 
Miss Elder—Well, if I draw for the 
flush I might land a pair. 


Meant Well 
She—Dear me, I do wish we had a gar- 
den! I was raised on a farm, you know. 
He—I know. I feel almost disloyal to 
you every time I look at a green thing. 


A Patriotic Urge 
Colonel Grimbattle—Why so gay? You 
were in deep mourning the last_time I saw 
you. 
' The Widow Lookabout—I was. But 
since the soldiers began to rendezvous 
here I’ve been called to the colors. 
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W. 42nd St. Evenings at 8:30. 
Matinees Wednesday and 
Saturday at 2:30 


ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


with BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 
By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 














WEST 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 


and BATH 


with FLORENCE MOORE & JOHN CUMBERLAND 


NIGHTS 8:30. 


REPUBLI Mats. i Sat. at 2:30. 











“None can afford to miss it 
all can afford to go” 


“CHEER UP!” | 28 


DILLINGHAM 
Greatest 


Success 
Ever Known 





Matinee 


HIPPODROME 


Seats 6 Weeks Ahead 





Staged by 
R.H. Burnside 














COHAN & HARRIS Srici*Wea'ina'Sat: 220° 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


Extremely Novel, Clever Play by HARRY JAMES SMITH 
t 


h GRANT MITCHELL 





Baiy's PLAYHOUSE wits “Wea. ‘ena Sat 
THE LITTLE TEACHER 


Greatest Comedy-Drama Since ‘‘The Music Master’”’ 
By Harry James Smith, with MARY RYAN 





WINTER GARDEN “5iiic. 28m 2°" 


AL JOLSON i “SINBAD” 





44th ST. THEA..,W. of B'way. Evs. 8. Mats.Wed. & Sat. 2. 
Charming Play 


MAYTIME “ii'misc 


Charles Purcell, Peggy Wood, William Norris 





Mats. 


BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. Wai. 282. ac P86: 


SEVENTEEN 


The STUART 
WALKER CO 
in Tarkington's 





ASTOR 45th & B'way. stats. Wed. & Sai. 2:15. 


WHY MARRY? 





Evs. 8: 30. 


— s e b 39th nor. B'way 
Maxine Elliott 8 Mats. Wed. and Sat. 2:30 


EYES OF YOUTH itis 





CASINO 39th St. & B’way. Wai sna ea 2's 


“OH, BOY” 


“Smartest of 
Musical 
Comedies.” 





Broadway and Thereabouts 
An Intimate Revue of 














: the New York Theatres 
aw 00) LUSTMMRSAAALPPPAE MEP P80 MAMMA RE NANO aS 
Business Berore PLeasure—Eltinge. 


Messrs. Potash and Perlmutter, as film 
producers. Seen at the period that is 
most interesting in the lives of all movie 
magnets—+. ¢., after they have left the 
cloak and suit trade and before they 
have become dictators of public taste. 

Cueer Up—Hippodrome. Hair breadth 
Houdini and attendant wonders. 

Cuu Coin Coow—Century. Sumptuous 
harem-scarem. 

Conan Revue—New Amsterdam. Seeing 
theatrical New York with Mr. Cohan. 

CopPpERHEAD, ‘THE—Shubert. Lionel 
Barrymore elicits present-day thrills 
out of a Civil War story. 

Cure ror CuraB_Les, A—39th Street. A 
sanitorium-full of amusing cranks, are 
healed by Mr. Hodge’s potent drawl. 

Eyes or Youtu—Mazxine Elliott. Show- 
ing that for far-sightedness a Yogi is 
more profitable to consult than an 
oculist. 

Fio-Fto—Cort. The irreducible mini- 
mum in costumes and ideas. 

FoLLtow THE Girt—Broadhurst. Person- 
ally, we were more interested in follow- 
ing the comedian, Walter Catlett. 

French Repertory—Vieux Colombier. 
Last call for drama in the French 
theatre this season. 

Goinc Up—Liberty. 
timid daredevil. 

Happiness—Criterion. Laurette Taylor 
in a hubby-made comedy. 

Her Country—Punch and Judy. A 
wife’s-eye view of Prussian militarism. 

Jack o’ Lantern—Globe. Fred Stone 
limbers his limbs. 

LitrLte Teacuer, Toe—Playhouse. Mary 
Ryan collides with public opinion in a 
Vermont village. 

LompBarpi, Ltp.—Morosco. An innocent 
designer and some designing innocents. 

Love Mitt, Tue—48th Street. Melodi- 
ously mild operetta. 

Marionettes—Punch & Judy. (Special 
matinees only). Tony Sarg’s string 
stock company. 

Master, THoe—Hudson. Arnold Daly 
postpones his theatrical martyrdom. 
Maytime—44th Street. Opened last sum- 
mer, but still a curiosity on Broadway 

a musical comedy that is sung and 
acted. 

Mipnicut Frotic—New Amsterdam Roof. 
Prof. Ziegfeld’s evening class in pul- 
chritude. 

Orr Cuance, Tue—Empire. Ethel 
Barrymore, as Lady Cardonnell, is one 
mother-in-law in a thousand. 


Frank Craven as a 


Ou, Boy!—Casino. Has been going 
without a let-up for two years. No re- 
lief in sight. 

On, Lavy, Lapy!—Princess. Polished 


pep. 





Ou, Loox!—Vanderbilt. The hero is Poor 
in the first act and rich in the second. 
Ditto the show. 

Pair or Petticoats, A—44th Street Roof 
About a wounded Tommy and the girl 
who chaperons his convalescence, 

Partor, BEDROOM AND Batu—Re publi, 
Florence Moore feeds wild ideas to , 
tame husband. 

Potty with a Past—Lyceum. Ina Claire 
carries off a French shock attack. 

SEvEN Days’ Leave—Park. Joyously 
improbable war thrills. a 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. Calf love and a kid 
sister. 

Sick-a-Bep—Gaiety. Hilarious quackery, 

Sinsap—W inter Garden. Where the out. 
of-town buyer goes to look at the popv- 
lar lines. 

SquaB Farm, Tue—Bijou. Frederic: 
and Fannie Hatton spring a satire on 
the movies. 

Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
A borrowed dress suit transforms a 
downtrodden trousers-presser into the 
Man of the Hour. 

TicerR Rose—Lyceum. Mr. Belasco finds 
box-office gold in the great Northwest. 





Toot! Tootr!—Cohan. ‘Tuneful Pull 
mania. 
Wuy Marry—Astor. Despite matri- 


mony’s obsoleteness, Nat Goodwin and 
other critics decide to let it worry on 
a while longer. 

Witp Duck, THe—Plymouth. A power- | 
ful Ibsen drama of human aberrations 
presented with remarkable fidelity to 
the types employed. Unsolacing to the 
weary merchant, caviare to the flapper | 
and her chap, and not uplifting to the 
sewing circle. 

Yes or No—Longacre. Two-family prob- 
lem play. 





Switched On 
Nipp—that girl is a live wire. 
Tuck—I\ntroduce me. I want to be| 
shocked. 


Sure Enough! 

_If a man is so low browed, coarse and 
abysmally animalistic as not to realize | 
that Grand Opera is important above all 
things else on earth, why awaken him | 
from his blissful ignorance? 


A Modern Lamb 
Mary had a little hunch— 
She played it through a broker, 
And nowadays her noonday lunch 
Is not enough to choke her. 


Work Wanted 
“You couldn’t give me anything to do 
around the premises, could ye, ma’am— 
such as eatin’ one of your sandwiches or 
a piece of pie?” 


Viewpoints 
Mrs. Crabshaw—I never see her any- 
where without her husband. I wish you 
were as congenial. 
Crabshaw—I wouldn’t be as jealous as 
that fellow for all the money in the world. 
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FRENCH 
LICK | 
SPRINGS 


There’s April mildness in the air and a won- 
drous budding of trees and flowers. 


If you are tired from the long hard winter— 
if you have overdrawn your health account 
—come now, while Spring is in the air, to this famous 
Indiana health resort. 


Every Outdoor Sport Is Yours 


You will feel again the golfer’s thnil as your ball flies sweetly 
from the tee. You will yield to the lure of bridle paths on 
well-trained saddle horses. 


In addition, the baths and waters will make you over. You 
will feel a renewed vigor and vim. And when you leave, 
you will take with you real benefits in the form of health and 
strength which you have obtained during your sojourn at 
these famous Springs. 


Splendid hotel accommodations are to be had at the lowest con- 
sistent rates, and excellent service 
is a feature of every department. 


Send for illustrated booklet giving 


data concerning baths and waters. 
Or write for information direct. 


French Lick 
Springs 
French Lick 





Pluto Water. At the famous Pluto 
Spring it comes bubbling fresh from 


nature's sources. On sale everywhere. Indiana 











Curved Thought 


By Frep Lapp 


RUITT SYRUP, the Great Detective, knitted his brows, 
Before him lay a letter in a lady’s handwriting. 
We are permitted to read: 


Hon. Fruitt Syrup, 


Dear Sir: 
I am annoyed almost incessantly by Unnecessary Noises in New York. Jp 
desperation I am begging you to take this case, and to advise me what todo. May 


[ call upon you at four tomorrow afternoon for your final decision in this (to me) 
very important matter?’ 
Very sincerely, 
(Mrs.) Maude Devoe. 

Fruitt Syrup smiled a grim little smile, and carefully pigeon. 
holed the dainty missive. 

Leaning back in his easy chair, he relaxed his athletic frame, 
and lighted a cigar. Now, his brain began to work. 

Promptly at four the next afternoon Mrc. Maude Devoe, clad 








| 


in deep mourning, beautiful, with a wan but interesting smile, | 


faced Fruitt Syrup, the Great Detective, in his office. 

*“*Ah, Ha,” he said, by way of greeting. ‘“‘ You are a handsome 
widow, have lost your Husband, and have his money, part of 
which is in the bank.” 

“Wonderful!” she ejaculated, with a glad little cry of conf- 
dence which was pretty to see; “Wonderful! How did you know 
all this without asking me?” 

“T am Fruitt Syrup,” he modestly answered. 
seated.” 

She obeyed, her eyes shining like stars. 

“Madam, I have thought deeply upon your most extraor- 
dinary case; we shall go to the heart of it at once. Tell me, do 
you reside in New York . . . You know you wrote me that the 


“Madam, be 





Unnecessary Noises which so markedly affect your life at pres- 


” 





ent 

“Quite so, indeed!”’ said she; “ Yes, I do reside in New York.” 

A grim little smile, followed by a look of the utmost determina- 
tion, flashed across the intellectual features of Fruitt Syrup. 

“Mrs. Devoe” he said, with an air of finality, “it will be 
proper in your case to apply the Curved Thought method.” 

““Oh, I am so glad!” she cried; “‘I have heard of your wonder- 
ful success with this method . . . pray explain it to me.” 

“It is intricate, deep, baffling—yet, absolutely certain,” he 
gravely said; “the Curved Thought mode of handling your case 
is as follows: Being annoyed by Unnecessary Noises in New York, 
we force the mind to describe a Curve: We think, as the Mind 
Curves. In its Curve, the Mind, thus governed by Thought, 
thinks of other places than New York, somewhere within a radius 
of New York. Before the Mind becomes ultra fatigued by the 
Curve, and the Pressure of Thought, you understand—we allow 
the mind to center itself upon some place outside of New York, 
but within the Curve. At once, you must move to this place. So, 
you will escape the Unnecessary Noises in New York. Myste- 
riously, I cannot quite explain to you why, yet indubitably, you 
will suddenly find, when you have moved out of New York, that 
the Unnecessary Noises in New York entirely cease to affect you 
in any way, save perhaps as a bitter memory, which will soon 
lessen and fade. The Curved Thought Method, by leading the 
Curved Thinker to the exact spot on the Curve designated by the 
Thought, has triumphed completely.” 

Mrs. Maude Devoe gazed admiringly into the face of Fruitt 
Syrup, and gave a shrill cry of delight. “Oh, Sir, how can I ever 
thank you sufficiently for the interest you have taken in my case, 
and the wonderful solution = 

“The Curved Thought Method, of course, is a very Expensive 
Method, and——” 

“And is so much more wonderful than mere Straight think- 
ing. What shall I pay you for your professiona! services?” 

“About ninety thousand dollars,” said Fruitt Syrup, with no 
trace of hesitancy. 

In less than eight minutes, he had the check. 

MORAL: Never Think. Let Fruitt Syrup do it. 
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FUNNY THINGS IN A SOLDIER’S LIFE 





An honorarium of $5 will be sent by JupGE to any member of Uncle Sam’s fighting forces on land or sea 
whose contribution to this department is selected by the Editor as the funniest camp or ship story of 


the week. 


Accepted original jokes are paid for at the rate of one dollar each. 


Send in your humor, boys. 


More Camouflage 

















my iA ‘ 
de SY. EEO 


See the three daring submariners who have glimpsed the sportive whale in 
the offing. We guess it’s the offing. Note the pose of eager interest in the 
sailor who observes the whale through his binocles—or is it barnacles? In 


the sequel, to the right, the trickery is revealed. 


You get as intimate a view 


of the whale’s interior decorations as Noah did. The luckless submarine! 
Another victory for Sammee.—Wadsworth Gas Altack. 


Extracts from the Dictionary of an 
Observing Sammy 
By Frank Slater, Headquarters 55th F. 4 per, Camp Sevier, 
Greenville, 8. 

StumM—A regulation army stew consist- 
ing principally of Olive Drab “spuds” 
and “canned Willie.” 

Mitt-GLtomMER—An epithet affection- 
ately (?) applied to a Sammy who has 
succeeded in having the captain point him 
out as a “model soldier.” 

Soupy—A popular designation of the 
one bugle call which a Sammy takes great 
pleasure (and still greater alacrity) i 
answering. It is also known as Mess 
Call. 

Bunk Faticue—The most popular 
form of recreation in the army. To take 
it, a Sammy has only to stretch himself 
at full length upon his bunk while still in 
“heavy marching order.” No Sammy 
was ever known to require a second lesson 
in this method of recreation. 

Soapsups Row—A line of houses in an 
army post, occupied by enlisted men 
whose wives increase their income by 
doing Sammy’s washing. A visit to this 
interesting avenue will usually lead 
Sammy’s prospective bride to postpone 
the wedding bells until Sammy attains 
the rank of General. 








WANTED — AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.’ —— & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. O 


‘Gort Cars 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 


simple thing to patent? 
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—Seventh Regiment Gazette 


K. P.—An officious title given to a 
Sammy whose turn it is to put in twenty- 
four miserable hours assisting two ex- 
blacksmiths (now army cooks) to prepare 
the mess. He assists by washing all the 
pots and pans; peeling the spuds and 
onions; washing dish-rags and catering 
to the slightest whims of the cooks. At 
the end of his tour of duty he wonders 
vaguely just why they call it “being a 
Kitchen Policeman.” 

Mitt—The place where a Sammy who 
has questioned the authority of his illus- 
trious uncle is temporarily assigned for 
duty. The assignment carries with it the 
honor of having an orderly in attendance 
every time the Sammy goes out for a 
walk. But as the orderly carries a rifle, 
and as the place of abode is the guard- 


-house, this form of distinction is seldom 


appreciated. 
GuarpHousE LaAwyvER—The first indi- 


| vidual to greet an unfortunate Sammy 
| when he enters the Mill. 


After inquiring 


Vaseline 


S.Pat.Off. 


Carbolated 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


A safe, convenient antiseptic for 
home use in dressing cuts and 
sores. Also good for corns. 


Sold at Drug and General Stores 
everywhere. 
Avoid substitutes. 


Write for illustrated booklet describing 
the various “Vaseline” Preparations 
and their many uses. Mailed free on 


request. 
CHESEBROUGH  rniie co. 











the nature of Sammy’s offense he can tell 
him exactly “how many days and how 
much of a ‘blind’* he will get.” As the 
guardhouse lawyer has himself been many 
times before the summary court officer 
his painfully acquired legal talent is 
usually respected. 

QUARTERMASTER Gait—A phrase rep- 
resenting an unwritten service law per- 
taining to speed, and which any Sammy 
sent out on a fatigue detail rigorously 
adheres to. His interpretation of it, 
however, is usually as follows: 

**Got six years to do this in 

Don’t give a damn if I never get it in.” 


* Blind—Is slang for fine. 


A Neat Place 


Emmet D. O’Brien, Co. 36, 166th Depot Brigade, Camp 
Lewis, Wash. 


Taps—Pretty neat place you have here. 
Asuare—Sure, it’s the Orderly Room. 


Quite Evident 

A barge full of Q. M. supplies had sunk at 
the dock during the night. At the investigation 
the sentry during whose guard the barge sank 
was being questioned. 

President of the board (severely)—What in 
your opinion caused the barge to sink? 

Sentry (a bright recruit)—Too much water 
got into it, sir. 











Try This Chin FREE! 


Your choice of 90 
es. 


Sent on 15 Days’ FREE 
Trial. We pay the 
freight. A Piedmont 
protects fars, woolens 
and plames from — 
mice, dust and dam 
Pays for itself in what ‘i 
saves. od in every 
— —} wedding o or Direct from 

birthdayteift at at paw Factory to Home 

ing. Write today for ourgreat, 64 page illustrated catalog-- postpaid free to you. 
Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 29, Statesville, N. C. 
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**No Man’s Land” 
By 
David Robinson 


S lee clever picture, i 

full colors, just as it 
appeared on the cover of a 
recent issue of JUDGE, 
mounted on a heavy mat, 
11 x 14, ready for framing, 
makes an attractive decora- 
tion for any man’s “‘ Land.” 


It will be mailed post free 


receipt of twenty-five 
cash or stamps. Write 


Judge Art Print 


Department 


225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


or send the attached coupon 


Judge Art Print Dept. 


225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


Enclosed find $.25, for which please 


one copy of “No Man’s Land” 


as advertised. 














Camp Humor 





From the Sheridan Reveille. 
Verbal Mule Mixture 

Not every mule skinner can boast of a B.A. 
university degree. 

But Jack Heil, B Co., 112th Field Signal 
Battalion, does. And furthermore he says the 
degree helps out in his work. 

You see Jack’s mules, like all other mules, 
have stubborn dispositions, and had it not been 
for his college training, Jack would have been 
S. O. L., when the order came out prohibiting 
“mule cussing.” 

Jack studied French, German, Latin, Span- 
ish and a little Greek when he was in school, and 
now instead of cussing his mules he takes all the 
foreign tongues, mixes them up considerably 
and then hands the result out to the mules when 
occasion demands. It has the same effect that 
cussing would. 

Jack’s mules answer to the names “ Archi- 
medes,” “Atlas,” “Hortense” and “Oscar.” 
He learned the two first names along with the 
foreign languages. 


Giggles 
As soon as a man begins to think he under- 
stands a woman she does something that 
makes it necessary for him to go back and 
start his understanding all over. 


From Trench and Camp 
Gloomy German Germ 

““What’s the matter, little microbe?” in- 
quired the typhoid germ. 

“T’m utterly discouraged,” replied the an- 
thrax-bacillus. ‘“‘Here I am employed in the 
military service of a great emperor. Even if I 
earn the iron cross I’m not big enough to wear 
~ 


Yes, that first night hike was a great little 
experience, wasn’t it? But as you put one foot 
down behind another—or did you?—didn’t you 
feel a trifle like the hunt carried on by a colored 
gentleman who looked long and searchingly for 
a coal-black cat in a pitch-dark room? And, as 
you remember, the cat wasn’t there? 


French Fried 
By Charles Wayland Town 

Hungry privates practice their newly hatched 
French on the mess sergeant. Waggoners try it 
out on their Percherons; camion drivers on 
Pautobus; muleteers on their hardtails. Listen 
to the lay of the latter, as he addresses a team of 
Jacks from the north end of the dead-ex Stude- 
baker: 

“Alley veet, you long-eared boches; poor- 
qwah do you hesitate? Voila! Not a pied do 
you stir, you knock-kneed, spavin-jointed, cow- 
hocked annimow domesteek de gerr! Say, I'll 
give you just een minoot to avangsay. If, at 
the end of that time, you do not sashay, I’ll 
bombard every one of yez wid a bisque de hard- 
tack on de raseen de queue. 

Following this assault and battery in two 
languages, the team proceeds, the wagon creak- 
ing and groaning under its burden of firewood. 
Fifty yards away, the muleteer meets a dough- 


——_—__ 


A Valuable Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
most popular in a list including 
all the leading magazines 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. It 
is welcomed throughout the army and navy. 

Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
next to postmaster Burieson’s notice, and 
drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors atthefront. Do this 
every week, and you’ll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address — either at camp 
or at the front — and we’ll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 

















boy, who immediately japes at the driver for 
the snail’s pace he’s hitting. 

“What is dis—a funeral?” 

“Naw,” says the mule-whacker, pointing 
to his towering load of white birch, “can’t yer 
see? Dis is a carte blanche.” 

At this nefarious pun, the mules plunge from 
the straight and narrow and spill the birch in 
the ditch. Philosophically, the driver whips out 
his “‘French for Beginners” and searches for 
appropriate epithets. 

Fifteen minutes later, he sulphurically re- 
christens the whole bunch, as follows: “I know 
yuh now, you blitherin’ chevals with tates de 
mootang; you, with the red muzzle, you're a 
batenwar; you with th’ fishy eyes, you're a 
horse de combat; you with the saddle gall, 
you’re a piece de resistance, and you, you 
shrivelled nosed roan with the PDQ brand, 
you’re a patty de fawh grah soup song what’s 
shy on de ontaunt corjahl. And the whole 
mangey bunch of yez can go to La Crosse 
for your pum dee tare before yez gets another 
wisp of foin pressay or an oat ordinaire out 0’ 


"> 


me: 


Civilian (to soldiers digging a trench)—What 
are you doing, digging a trench? 

Soldier—No, we’re digging a grave for a 
rookie who v.as on the rifle range the other day. 
The lieutenant told him to hold his breath 
while he was pulling the trigger. The trigger 
got stuck, so there you are. 








With the present vogue of short skirts 
it is sometimes hard for some women to 
conceal the family skeleton. 
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\ Clear YourThroat 


Fe 





Quick Relief for Husky, Hi Tickling Throa' 
See ot ofl Drug Stoves, Sample for two-eeat eteanp 


Frederick Stearns & Company, Detroit, U. S. A. 








Makers of NIP-A-CO laxative cold tablets 


| ROME IKE?’ S P2Ess CUTTING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any subject 
on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every newspaper and 
periodical of importance in the United States and Europe is 
| Searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices 

HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 








and gc 
The eX 
| insani 
: / 
htor. | 
Geralc 
compe 
good. 


My T 
My W 
=< 
=F 
cise ir 
here f 
“ 
j sevent 
» Ar 
) waste 
Phis na 
(He’s 
A 
Th 
said: 
Di 
; a) 
it, wil 
‘N 
M 


es 

} autho 
} Watch 
Di 
7 
Who , 
Zt 
"| 


od 















wre 











arch 


“Why Editors Go Wrong 


The True Story of What Happened in the Editorial Office of the 
Wadsworth (Camp) “Gas Attack” 


HE editors of The Gas Attack sat in their two-by-four 
T office doing what all great editors do: smoking cigarettes 
and gossiping about Greenwich Village. 

A third man stuck his head in the pill-box and said: “Mail!” 

The editor and his associate looked at the pile of letters in the 
outstretched hand. Then they looked at each other and the nar- 
row walls of their editorial confines. 

“You get it, Dick,” urged the associate. 
together there’ll be too much congestion.” 

"Dick took the mail. 

“Say, Chick, here’s a poem submitted. You’re the poetry 
editor. Cast a mean eye over it, will you? It’s signed by Private 
Jeremiah Jenkins, Co. Z, 105th Infantry. It sounds pretty good. 
It begins: 

My Tuesdays are meatless, 

My Wednesdays are wheatless, 

I am getting more eatless each day 


“If we both get up 


- 


“99 





“Stop! For the love of slumgullion, stop!” 


“Why, what seems to be the strange agitation that causes you 
to bid me desist?”” asked Dick, who is always precise in his English. 
“Ain’t it a regular pome? Ain’t it got the Parnassian cadence?” 

“Oh, the meter’s all right, but the poem’s not original. It was 
printed in a New York paper yesterday.” 

And so the associate editor tossed the stolen contribution into 
the waste basket. s* © 


Two weeks passed. 

The editors of The Gas Attack sat in their inch-by-inch-and-a- 
quarter office doing what all great editors do: smoking cigarettes 
and gossiping about Greenwich Village. Somebody said: “ Mail!” 
The editor held out a manuscript toward his associate in frenzied 
insanity. 

“Say, Chick, here’s a poem submitted. You’re the poetry edi- 
tor. Cast a mean eye over it, will you? It’s signed by Private 
Gerald Goofus, Co. R, 105th Machine Gun Battalion. He says he 
composed it while on guard duty the other night. It sounds pretty 
good. It begins: 





My Tuesdays are meatless, 
My Wednesdays are wheatless 


’° 





“Stop! For the love of guard duty on a stormy night, stop!” 

“What has gone amiss?” questioned Dick, who is always pre- 
cise in his English. ‘“Ain’t it a poem what you’d want in this 
here family magazine of ourn? Don’t it walk on two feet?’ ’ 

“Oh, the rhythm’s all right, but that only makes the twenty- 
seventh time this highly original poem has been submitted to us.” 

And so the associate editor tossed the contribution into the 
waste basket, while the editor went on absent-mindedly manicuring 
his nails with the paste-pot. He was thinking of his furlough. 
(He’s on it now.) * ¢ 8 


| A month passed. 
The editors of The Gas Attack sat in their office. 
psaid: “Mail!” 
Dick held out a manuscript to his companion in vice and crime. 
_ “Say, Chick, here’s a poem submitted. Cast a mean eye over 
' will you? It sounds good. It begins: 


Somebody 


“My Tuesdays are meatless, 
My Wednesdays are wheatless 


” 





“Stop, Dick! For the love of the M. P.’s, stop! I suppose the 
author of that poem composed it while on guard duty at night 
» Watching the stars.” 
Dick looked surprised. 
my hy, yes. ‘That’s exactly what he says. How did you know?’ 
_ Oh, I know these poet fellows and their devilish inspirations. 
Who wrote it this time?” 
a Percival Proonjoose, Fifty-second Pioneers.” 
That makes the hundred and fortieth poet who has been fired 
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“TABS” 
REGISTERED 
Send a Box to your Soldier Boy 
Lime Tabs 
5c. Fruit 
Lemon Tabs 
Tablets 
Packed Right Clove Tabs 
Anise Tabs 
Orange Tabs 
4) Butter Tabs 
Assorted Tabs 
Eighteen 5c packages 
At your druggist for 90c, or send us $1.00 and we will 
send it prepaid. 
The soldier cannot drink water. It disagrees with him. 
The English have found sour hard candy a “Godsend.” 
$20 West 36th Street, New York City ] 
For twenty years ‘‘King of Caramel Makers” 












































Captain Kidd’s 
Treasure 
James Montgomery Flagg 





Telling It to the 
Marines 
Tony Sarg 


q 





me 


A Present from Her 
Sailor Friend 
James Montgomery Flagg 





A Jill for Jack 
James Montgomery Flagg 





War Babies 
Will Rannells 
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Heave 
Ho! 


Everybody 
loves 
the sailor 


Here are five 
pictures for 
everybody for 
they’re all as 
full of snap 
and tang as a 
sea-breeze. 


They are full- 
color prints 
gx1I2,onheavy 
mats ready for 
the frame and 
they sell at 

25 apiece— 
the five for 


$1.00 





Judge Art 
Print 
Dept. 

225 Fifth 
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New York 
City 











to write it. We ought to keep tabs on 
that poem, it travels extensively.” 

Girls sent it in. Aged men sent it in. 
Soldiers sent it in. It came by cable, by 
special delivery, by donkey-back, by car- 
rier pigeon, by orderly, by the P. and N.., 
and it was tossed in through the window 
tied around a brick. 

We zot to calling it old “Meatless- 
Wheatless” around the office. Huge sums 
were wagered on how many “ Meatless- 
Wheatless”’ the next mail would bring. 

We'd open a letter and out it would pop. 

“Dear editor” —a letter would start— 
“T want you to print a poem I just wrote 
while currying the mules,” etc., and sure 
enough it would be the old “ Meatless- 
Wheatless.” 

“Dear editor” —on scented paper—“ 1 
am just a little girl, only nineteen years 
old, and I work in the Winter Garden 
(third from the left), but last night, while 
having breakfast at Churchill’s, 1 wrote 
a little poem—” and there would be old 
Meatless-Wheatless. 

Or, “dear editor, i have writ a pome 
what i want putten in this here new paper, 
the gast mast, and oblige, hoping you are 
the same”—and there we'd have old 
Meatless-Wheatless. 

So here we print it, dagnab you.* For 
the love of Tennyson, Swinburne, Harry 
Kemp, and Chic Divine, lay off us with 
that poem: 


My Tuesdays are meatless, 
My Wednesdays are wheatless, 
I am getting more eatless each day. 














“The mission of this paper is to preach the 
gospel of cheerfulness.” 








Copyright, 1918, by Leslie-Judge Company. 
Entered at the Post-office at New York as 
second-c lass mail matter. 

Cable address “ Judgark.”” Telephone 6632 Madison Square. 
Published weekly by Leslie-Judge Company, 
Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

John A. Sleicher, President. Reuben P. Sleicher, Sec’y. 

Perriton Mz ow Editor. 
4. E. Rollauer, Treasurer. . A. Waldron, Literary Editor. 
Grant E. Hamilton, Lawton Mackall, 
Art Director. Associate Editor. 








SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, 52 numbers - - - - - - +--+ =-< $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - - - - - - - - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks- - -----+--+-+-+-+-+e+es 1.25 


Payable in advance or by draft on New York, or by express or 
posts al order. 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both 
the United States and Great Britain. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers 
will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported on 
postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1917, 
10 cents; 1916, 20 cents, etc. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex- 
ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to 
all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 

JUDGE cannot undertake to return unsolicited manu- 
scripts or drawings unless they are accompanied by full 
postage for that purpose. 





Advertising Department Offices 


Brunswick Building - - + New York 
Tremont Building - = «+ « Boston 
Marquette Building - - - + Chicago 

enry Building - - - - = Seattle 





Judge is printed by the Schweinler Press. 


























** The Curse of Drink”’ 


This picture proved one of Judge's 
most popular subjects and has 

mais hoe | in full colors, mounted on a 
heavy mat, I! x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 
for twenty-five cents, stamps, 


Judge Art Print 
De 


partment 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 























My home, it is heatless, 
My bed, it is sheetless, 
They’re all sent to the Y. M. C. A. 


The barrooms are treatless, 

My coffee is sweetless, 

Each day I get poorer and wiser. 
My stockings are feetless, 

My trousers are seatless, 

Oh boy! How I do hate the Kaiser. 


*JUDGE printed it when it was new and 
young and fresh as paint.—Eb. 


All That Is Necessary 
If you can flatter some of the people all 
the time and all the people some of the 
time you can be elected to the legislature. 


The Bull in Johnnie 
A Tommie was standing knee-deep in 
mud and water in the trenches. 
“Are you a corporal?” asked a man 
approaching. 
““No, my deah fellow, 
blooming bulrush.” 


I think I’m a 


Contributory Distinction 
Smith—I see that J. B. Brown, the 
famous author and philanthropist, is 
dead. By the way, wasn’t he some rela- 
tion to your wife’s people? 
Jones—No, that was one of the things 
that made him famous. 











Clear Your Skin 
Save Your Hair 
So; ith buticura 
seh sof Galea 
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The youth hesitates, hand on glass. Will he obey the imperious look of command in the eyes of the beautiful Lucrezia— 
the magnet that has drawn him to this supper in the pontifical apartment? Will he yield to the ingratiating advances of Czsar 
and partake of the proffered cup? Or will he be warned before it is too late by the sinister glance shot from the cruel eyes of the 
old Pontiff, as he coldly calculates the destruction of the young gallant? : 

To comply or refuse is equally hazardous. If he decline the poisoned draught will he escape the knife of the hired assassin 
even now lurking in the shadows of the Papal Palace? 

Rodrigo Borgia (Alexander VI), Lucrezia and Cesar formed the diabolical trinity which sat for eleven years upon the papal 
throne in Rome, an impious parody of the Holy Trinity—the most perfect incarnation of evil that ever existed on earth. How 
many gallant lives thus darkly and without commotion passed out of sight, whirled away by the headlong torrent of the ambi- 
tion of that terrible triumvirate, is told as only that great weaver of word pictures, Alexandre Dumas, could tell it in his 
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THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HISTORY 
NEVER BEFORE TRANSLATED 


The millions of English readers and admirers of the works of Alexandre Dumas will hail with keen delight this the first, and 
absolutely the on/y complete and unexpurgated translation of Dumas’ Les Crimes CELEBRES, now for the first time available at 
a price within the reach of all readers. Printed from the same plates as the Edition sold by the Publisher at $125.00 a set, which 
was eagerly snapped up by wealthy connoisseurs, the small edition it is our privilege to offer our patrons has all the unusual 
features so much appreciated by lovers of books as works of art. The eight volumes are beautifully bound in cloth, stamped with 
emblematic design, with monogram in Gold Field. The printing is large and clear, and the paper all that could be desired. 
The eight volumes are finished with Real Gold Tops. The illustrations were made in Paris by M. Jacques Wagrez, and the 
specially designed Renaissance title pages are by Giraldon. 


Nothing in the Whole 
World Like Them 


“Great crimes have play 


- . 

Dumas’ Masterpiece 
THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HISTORY is con- 
sidered by many in France as Dumas’ masterpiece. The 
highest praise has been bestowed on it by Andrew Lang 
Robert Louis Stevenson, and other competent judges 
among English litterateurs. Was it for reasons of state 


A Licentious Court 


The value of this series, historically, may be 
judged when it is known that there are nearly eight 


ed so large a part inthe = }jyndred personages and places introduced, many 


Ruin 


orld’s history that one cannot obtain a thorough 
wledge of past times without the aid of such a 
book as this” —Says THE NEW YORK HERALD, 
recently reviewing THE CELEBRATED CPIMES 
OF HISTORY. ‘The lover of History is enraptured 
with the wealth of from new authorities, 
brought to bear by Dumas upon the life of the charm 
ing and be -utiful but indiscreet and ill fated Mary Stuart 
of France and Scotland. Read the story of her 
amours, and of her barbarous imprisonment and mur 
derous execution, which constitute one of the greatest 
crimes of history, told as Dumas alone can tell it. There 
is no other work like this. Nowhere else can you get so 
intimate a view of the men and women whose misdeeds in 
every quarter of Europe from Russia to Spain, from 
irkey to Scotland have contributed so much of tragedy 
to the romantic portion of the history of the Cld World. 
\nd every word is just as Dumas wrote it. None of the 
} Dumas contain these stories; and no set of 
Dumas is complete without them 


facts, 


as Queen 








identified with the most famous scenes in medizval 
and later history, while others take the reader off the 
main thoroughfare among the by-paths of historical 
events. Brilliantly worked into a vivid picture of 
the Dark Ages are the vices and crimes of that ex- 
traordinary family, the Borgias, that furnished one 
Pope of Rome, and some of the blackest pages in 
history. 

Here we see the whole murderous, poisonous crew 
with their greedy craving for debauchery, flattery, 
titles and gold. We watch the career of the beauti- 
ful and depraved Lucrezia who with the head of a 
Madonna of Raphael had the heart of a Messalina 
beneath her demure exterior. We see the intrigues 
of the medieval papal court—the murders, abduc- 
tions, poisonings—drawn from the chronicles of eye- 
witnesses, those naive accounts which, without em- 
barrassment, call a spade a spade. 
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that the French so jealously guarded this treasure that over 
half a century had elapsed before it was given to the En- 
glish reading world—and then through the enterprise of an 
American publisher? 


Seeing Is Believing 
But be 


$ Is all you need send now, with the coupon. 

1. sure to send today We don't want to disappoint 
you, as so often happens to applicants for our limited 

You'll never forvive yourself if you let this 


offers who act foo late 
And we 


opportunity pass. We deliver the set, express prepaid. 
refund your money if you're not satisfied 
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 


rc 
| BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. J 3-30-18 
1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 

I Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 8 volume set of Du- 

l mas’ “Celebrated Crimes,”’ to be shipped charges prepaid. 
I agree to remit the full special price, $13.00, at the rate of 

] $1.00 (or more) per month following receipt of books. Other 
wise I will within five days ask for instructions for their return, 

l at your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt 

| Vame 

| Address 

' Occupation. State 
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“Goodness, Daddy! You’re Slow—The Car is Already Jacked Up!” 


Weed Chain-Jack 


It’s Child’s Play to Operate It 


Simply a few easy pulls on its chain lifts 
or lowers the heaviest car while you stand 
erect. Up or down—there’s no labor. 


To operate a Weed Chain-Jack it is not necessary to get down 
in a cramped, strained position and grovel in mud, grease or 
dust under a car to work a “handle” that is apt to fly up with 
unpleasant results. To lift a car with the Weed Chain-Jack, 
simply give a few easy pulls on its endless chain while you 
stand erect—clear from springs, tire carriers and other projec- 
tions. To lower a car pull the chain in opposite direction. 


Never gets out of order. Gears and chain wheel protected 

by a stamped-steel housing. Chain heavily plated to prevent 

rusting. Has a strong cap, providing the kind of support 

from which an axle will not slip, while a broad base prevents 

the jack from upsetting on uneven roads. Quickly adjusted to 

any required height by lifting the screw and spinning the cor- 
rugated “collar” shown in the illustration. Try it yourself— 
J you will never be satisfied with any other jack. 











yy 10 Days’ Trial 
\ If your dealer does not have them, send $5.00 for any size for pleasure cars or Th k 
ds $10.00 for the Truck size, and we will send you one, all charges prepaid. For e Jac 
'S delivery in Canada send $6.00 for any size for pleasure cars or $12.00 for the That Saves 
TK Truck size. Try it 10 days. If not satisfied, return it to us and we will refund 


Your Back 


your money. 


MADE IN FOUR SIZES 














\ Height When | Height When Height When Raised i 
\ Size Lowered Raised | With Aux. Step Up Price 
A) 8 inch 8 inches | 12% inches 14% inches $ 5.00 
VA 10 inch 10 inches | 15% inches 17% inches 5.00 
} 12 inch 12 inches | 18% inches; No Aux. Step 5.00 
N 12 in. Truck} 12 inches 19% inches | No Aux. Step 10.00 



















The 8 inch and 10 inch sizes are made with an aux- 
iliary step as illustrated. When in operative position 
this step adds two inches to the height of the jack. 


American "Sw 
hain @mpany, Inc. —— 


Bridgeport.Connecticut 
In Canada DOMINION CHAIN CO.,Ltd. Niagara Falls,Ontario. 
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